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A fhort Account of the Lite of 
Otway. 

Thomas Otway was the fon of the Reverend 
Mr. Humphry Otway, reftor of Wolbeding in 

SafleXy and was' born in the year 1651^^1 He 

recdved his education at Wickeham School near 
"Winchefter, and became a Commoner of Chrift*s 
Ghurcb, in Oxford, in 1669 — But, on his quit- 
ting the Univerfity, and coming to London, he 
tunied Player. — ^His fuocefs, as an aflor, was but 
kidiifercnt ; he was more valued for the fprightli- 
nefs of his converfation, and the acutencfs of hi» 
wit ; which gained him the friendship of the Earl 
©f Plymouth *, who procured him a Cornet's com. 
miffion in the troops which then fcrved in Flanders. 

Our author, like the reft of the wits of every 
age, was but a bad oecopomift.; and therefor it is 
MO wonder that we generally find him in very rie- 
ceffitous circumftances.-^— This was particularly the 
cafe with him at his returrt from Flanders.-^-^^— He ' 
was, moreover, averfe to the military profeffion ; 
and it is therefor not extraordinary, all things 
confidered, that he and his commiffion foon quar- 
relled, and parted, never to meet again. 

After this, he had recourfe to writing for the 
ftage ; and now it was that he found out the only 
employment that nature feems to have fitted hini 
for. — In Comedy, he has been deemed too licen- 

« Charles Fiu-Chailes, one of the natural Tons of Qiarles II«. 
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tiDBis;. vbicfe, hov^e^ir^ ^iiii no great 6Q^£tioil. 
to them in the proiligaie days of Charles II.-^But 
in Tragedy, few of our Englifti Poets ever equalled 
bim ; and perhaps none ever excelled hioj^ in 
touching the pafTions, pardcularly the tender paf* 
fion§.— There is generally fomething familiar and 
domellic in the fabie of his tragedy, and ih^l^e is 
a^mazing epergy in his QxpFeinon.<^-^Thcl)(arf/that 
does nor melt at the diftrefles of his Orphan, muft 
be hard indeed ! :^; / 

In his decline of life, he experienced m^iijj^ re- 
verfes of fortune, in regard to his drcumftatf^ji^ 
^11 generally changing for the worfe : he haif^tbe 
misfortune to die wretchedly in a public hdufei on 
Tower-Hill, whither, it is fuppofcd, he had retired 
to avoid the preflure of his creditors.— Some have 
faid, that downright hunger, compiling him to 
fall too eagerly upon a piece of bread, of which 
be had been fome time in want, the fird moudiful 
choked him, and inflantly put a period to hia 

days. Thus died the famous Otway, not 

more remarkable for moving the tender paiCoDs^ 
than for the variety of Ibrtuae to which he himfelf 
was fubjefled. 



Tcftimonies of Authors cooceming Or w at and 
his Writings. 



TO exprefs the paj/ions, "which arc ftatcd on the hcart»^ 
is one great precept of the Paiaters, and v^tj difficult to per- 
form. In poetry, the fame pajpons and notions of the mind 
are to be expreffcd; and in this confids the principal difficulty^ 
as well as the excellency of that art. This (fays my author ♦) is 
the gift of Jupiter : and to fpeak in the fame heathen language, ' 
we call it the gift of our Apollo ; not to be obtained by pains ' 
and fludy, if we are not born to it. For the notions which 
are fhidied, are never fo natural as thofe which break out in the 
height of a real paffion. OtVay profefTed this pan as tho-' 
roughly as well as any of the Ancients or Modems. I will not^ 
defendf every thing in his Vfytice Preferv^d ; but I muft bear this 
teftimony to his memory, that the fnjfions are truly touched in 
it, though perhaps, there is fomewhat to be denred both in 
the grounds of them, and in the height and elegance of expref- 
£on ; but nature is there which is the greatell Seauty. 
* Monf. Du Fx E s N o Y. 

Dry DEN, in his parallel between Painting and Pioetty : 
-prefixed to his tranflation of Freihoy's art of Painting. 

OTWAY has followed nature in the language of his tra- 
gedy, and, therefor, (hines in the paffionate parts, more than 
any of our £ngliih poets. As there is fomething famiHar and 
domestic in the fable of his tragedy, more than in thofe of any 
other poet, he has little pomp, but great force in his exprcffi- 
oas. Ai>DisoN. 

OTWAY had a genius finely turned to the pathetic ' 

but though a prpfeft iloyaUft, could not even procure bread 
by his writings;, and he had the fingular fate of dying HteraJiy 
of hunger. Hume*s Hifkuy. 

OTWAYV tragedies arc celebrated above all others for 
^warmth and pathetic tendcrnefi. He lived utterly negledbed, 
^aad died for hunger. Dr. Smoll et*s Hiftory, 

Pread o'er thtfcenif the Gkeft of Hamlet ftalks ; 

Qtbeilo rages ; poor M o n i m i A noourns ; 

And fix Lv ID ERA pours h^ foul in love: 

Terror alarms the breaft; the comcbf tear 

glials o'er the check. ■ , ^ ^^««a.. 



( vl ) 

FRIENDSHIP, iefs vigorous than fdf-love, is, for that rcafon, 
Icfs apt to communicate itfclf to my friend's children or other 
relations. Inftances however are not wanting, of fuch com- 
municated paffion arifing from friendfliip when it is (bong. 
Friendfliip may go higher in the matrimonial ftate than in any 
Qther condition: and OtwAy, in Venice preferv^d^ ihow's a 
fine tafte in taking advantage of that circumftancc : in theicene 
where Belvidcra fues to her father for pardon, fhe is rcprcs- 
iented as pleading her mother's merit, and the refemblancQ 
{he hore to her mother. ' , 

Pritf/i, My daughter ! 
. Belvidera. Yes, your daughter, by a mother 
Virtuous and noble, faithful to your honour. 
Obedient to your will, kind to your wiflies, 
Dear to your arms. By aJl the joys ihc gave you 
"When in her blooniing years ihe was your trea^iu^a 
Look kindly on me ; in my face behold 
The lineaments of hers y' have kifs^d fo oflen, 
Pleading the caufe of your poor caft-oiS' child. 

And again, 
• Belvidera. Lay me, I beg you, lay m« 
By the dear afhes of my tender mother : 
She would have pitied me, had fate yet fpar'd her. 

Lord 1^ A I M s . Hem. of Crit. 

INOtway*s Orphan, we have an iUuffarious example of the 
addrefs emfiloyed to gratify oppofite paflions directed upon 
the fame objc<i. Caftalio and Polydore, brothers and fivals, 
had fwom mutual confidence :" Caftalio broke his faith by a 
private marriage; which unwarily betrayed Polydorc into a ^ 
difmal deed, 3iat of polluting his brother's bed. Thus he 
had injured his brother, and was injured by him : jultice 
prompted him to | make full atonement by his own death; 
refentment againfl his brother, required a full atonement ta 
be made to himfelf. In coexiftent paflions fo contradiAory, 
one of them commonly prevails after a ftruggle : but here hap- 
pily an expedient occurred to Polydore for gratifying both ^ 
which was, that he fl^ould provoke his brother to put him to 
death. Polydore's crime, in his own opinion, merited this 
puniihment; and juftice was fatisfied, when he fell by the 
hands of the man he had injured : he wanted, at the fame time, 
to punifli his brother for breach of faith ^ and he could not 
do this more eflfe^ually, than by betraying his. brother to be 
his executioner. 

The iik^ti:. 
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A Tricked or dilgraccful action is difagrecal>lc not only'td 
others, but even to the delibquent himfclf; and raifcs in both 
a painful emotion inchiding a defirc of punifliment. The 
pamfiil emotion felt by the delinquent, is diftinguiflied by the 
name of rtmorfe ; and in this cafe, the defire he has to puniih 
ii dire<^ed to himfelf. There cannot be imagined a better 
contriyance to deter tis from vice; for remorfc itfelf is a fcvcre 
punifliment. This paflion, and a defire of fclf-puniflimcnt 
derived from it, are touched delicately by Terence : 

Menedemus. Ubi comperi ex iis, qui ei fucre confcii, 
Domum revortor moeftus, atque aijimo fere 
JPerturbato, atque incerto prsB xgritxidinc : etc, HeAut. 

Ot w A Y reaches the fame fentiment : 
Monimia. Let mifchiefs multiply ' let ev'ry hour 

Of my loath'd life yield me increafe of horror! 

Oh let the fun to thefe unhappy eyes 

Ne'er fliine again, but be eclips'd for ever! 

May every thing I look on feem a prodigy, 

To fill my foul with terror, till I quite 

Forget I ever had humanity. 

And grow a curfcr of the works of nature ! 

The same. 

FIGURATIVE expreflion, being the work of an enlivened 
imagination, cannot be the language of anguifli or diftrefs. Ot- 
WAY, fenfible of this, has painted a fcene of diftrefs in co- 
lours finely adapted to the fubjed: : there is fcarce a figure in. 
it, except a fl^ort and natural fimile with which the fpeech is 
introduced. Belvidera talking to her father of her huiband : 

Think you faw what paft at our laft parting; 

Think you beheld him like a raging lion, 

Pacing the earth, and tearing up his fteps. 

Fate in his eyes, and roaring with the pain 

Of burning fury ; think you faw his one habd 

Fii*d on my throat, while the extended other 

Grafp*d a keen threat'ning dagger ; oh, 'twas thus 

"We laft embrac*d, when trembling with revenge. 

He dragg'd me to the ground, and at my bofom 

Frefented horrid death ; cry*d out. My friends ! ^ 

Where are my friends ? fwore, wept, rag'd, threatcii'd, lov*05 

For he yet lov*d, and that dear love prcferv'd mc 

To this lad trial of a father's pity. 



( vKi ) 

I felr not death, but cannot bear a thought 

That that dear hand (hould do the un&icndl^ o£ice } 

If I was ever then your care, now hear me; 

Fly to the ienate, fave the promised lives 

Of bis dear friends, ere mine be made the facrilice. 

Thx SAlix. 

IN (hoTt, a perftA charadier fuffering under misfortunes, it 
qualified fot being the fubjcdk of a pathetic tragedy, provided 
chance be excluded. Nor is a perfe(5l chara^er altogether in- 
confiflent with a moral tragedy : it may fuccefsfully be intro- 
duced as an under-part, fuppofing the chief place to be filled 
with an impcrfedl charadlcr from which a moral can be drawn. 
This is the cafe of Defdemona and Mariamnejuft now menti- 
oned; and it is the cafe of Monimia and Belvidera, in 
Ot way's two tragedies, Tbt Orfhan^ and Vinic€p^eferv*d. 

Tks S4MI. 
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Qui Pclago credit magno, ie fbeoore toUit; 

Qui pugnas et Caftra petit, predngltur Auro; 

Vilis Adulator pi^o jacet Ebrius Oftro; 

£t qui follicitat Nuptas, adrjpremia peccat; 

Sola pruinoiis horret Facundia pannis, 

Atquc inopi lingua dcfertas invocat Artes. 

Petion. Arb. Sat. 
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TO HER 

Royal Highness 

THE 

DUCHESS. 

Madam, 

AFTER hanng a great while wifbed to write 
fbmethiDg that might be worthy to lay at 
your Htghoefs's feet, and finding it ImpoiTible: 
dmx the world has been fo kind to me to judge of 
tiiis Poem to my advantage, as the moft pardon- 
able fault which I have made in Its kind ; I had 
£an'd againft myfelf, if I had not choTen this op- 
portunity to implore (what my ambition is moft 
fmd of) Your favour and protedion« 

For though fortune would not fo far blefs my 
c&deavours, as to encourage them with your Royal 
Highnefs's prefence, when this came into the 
world; yet, I cannot but declare it was mydefiga 
and hopes, it might have been your divertifement 
in that happy feafon, when you returned again to 
dbcar all tbofe eyes, that had before weQtfo!^ ^^:s^ 



DEDICATION. 

departure, and enliven all hearts, that had drooped 
for your abfence : when wit ought to have paid 
its choiceft tributes in, and joy have known no 
limits, then I hoped my little mite would not have 
been rejefted; though my ill fortune was too hard 
for me, and I loft a greater hoftour, by your Royal 
Highnefs's abfence, than all the applaufes of the 
world befides can make me reparation for. 

Neverthelefs, I thought myfelf not quite un- 
happy, fo long as I had hopes this way yet to re- 
compenfe my difappointment paft z when I confi- 
dered alfo, that Poetry might claim right to a little 
{hare in your favour : for Tasso and Ariosto, 
fome of the beft, have made their names eternal, by 
tranfmitting to after-ages, the glory of your ancef- 
tors ; and under the fpreading of that (hade, where 
two of the beft have planted their lawrels, how^ 
honoured (hould I be, who am the worft, if but 
a branch might grow fot me ! 

I dare not think of offering any thing in this 
addrefs, that might look like a panegyric, for fear, 
left when I have done my beft, the world fhould 
condemn me, for faying too little ; and you your- 
felf check me, for meddling with a taik unfit for 
my talent. 

For thedefcriptionof virtues and perfeftions, fo 
rare as yours are, ought to be done by as deliberate^ 



DEDICATION. 

as flcilful a hand; the features maft be drawn Very 
fine, to be like ; hafty dawbing will bat fpoil the 
piAure, and make it fo unnatural, as muft want 
falfe lights to fet it off: and your virtue can re- 
cdve no more luftre from praAices, than your 
beauty can be improved by art: which as it charms 
the braveft prince that ever amazed the world with 
his virtue; fo, let but all other hearts enquire into 
themfelves, and then judge, how it ought to be 
praifed. 

Your love too, as none but that great hero, 
who has it, could deferve it, and therefor, by a 
particular lot from heaven, was deftined to fo ex- 
traordinary a bleffing, fo matchlefs for its felf, and 
fo wond'rous for its conftancy, (hall be remembered 
to your immortal honour, when all other traniac* 
tions of the age you live in (hall be forgotten. 

But I forget that I am to a(k pardon for the 
fault I have been all this while committing. Where* 
for, I beg your Highnefs to forgive me this pre- 
fumption, and that you will be pleafed to think 
well of one who cannot help refolving with all the 
anions of life, to endeavour to deferve it: nay 
more, I would beg and hope it may be grant* 
ed, that I may, through yours, never want an ad- 
vocate in his favour, whofe heart and mind you 
have fo entire a (hare in ; it is my only portion and 



DEDICATION, 
my fortuoey I cannot but be liappy fo long as I 
have but hopes I may enjoy it, and I muft be 
mknUe, flwuld it ever be my ill fate to lofc it. 

This, with eternal viflKs for yoar Roysd High* 
ncfs*« content, happinefs, and profperity, in ail 
humility, is prefeiited by 



Tour tmft obedient and 



devoted fenumt, 



Tho. Otwat. 



PROLOGUE. 

TO you, great judges in this writing age. 
The Tons of wk, and patrons of tlie ftage, 
"With all thofe humble thoughts, which (titt hare fwaj'd 
His pride, much doubting, trembling, and afraid 
Of what is to his want of merit due, 
And aw'd by every excellence in you. 
The author lends to beg you will be kind. 
And fpare thofe many faults you needs muft find. 
You to whom wit a common foe is grown, 
The thing ye fcorn and publicly difown; 
Though now perhaps y'are here for other ends. 
He iwears ta me ye ought to be hi« friends; 
For he ne*er calFd ye yet iniipid tools ; 
Nor wrote cwe line to tell ye you were iools : , . 
But fays of wh ye have fo large a ftore. 
So very nmch, you never will have more. 
He ne*er with libel treated yet the town. 
The names of honed men bedawb*d v^d iho«n. 
Nay, never once lampoon*d the harmlefs life 
Of fuburb virgin, or of city wife. 
Satire's th* efFc(^ of poetry's difeafe, 
"Which, fick of a lewd age, flie vents for eafc; 
But now her only ftrife fhould be to pleafe; 
Since of ill-fate the baneful cloud's withdrawn. 
And happinefs again begins to dafwm; 
Since back with joy and triumph he is come. 
That always drew fears hence, ne^er brought 'em home, 
Oft has he plow*d the boifterovs oceas o*ec. 
Yet ne*er more welcome to the longing fhore. 
Not when he brougtit home vidkories before. 
For then fiefli lawrds flourifh'd 911 his brow. 
And he comes crovm'd with olive branches now: 
Receive him ! O receive him gs his friends. 
Embrace the bleflings which he recommends; 
Such quiet as your foes ihall ne'er deftroy ; 
Then fhake off fears, and clap your hands for joy. 



The P E R S O N S. 

MEN. 

Aeafto^ a Nobleman retired from^ 

the court, and living privately > Mr. Gillonv. 
in the country, j 

Cajialio, . 7 j,.^ ^ C Mr. BetUrton. 

Polydore, i ' \^v. Williams. 

Chamonty a young foldier of fortune, Mr. Smith. 

f ^"'^- ] fervants in the famUy. \ ^- ^''''if: 
Paulino, 3 ' ' 3 Mr. Wtltjhtre. 

Cordelio^ Polydore^ Page, -r^ little Girl. 

Chaplain^ Mr. PercivaL 

WOMEN. 

Monimiar the Orphan, left under 7 ^ ^ 

the guardianfhip of old AcaJio.S '^*''^' 

Serina^ AcaJio\ daughter, Mrs. Dvteler. 

Florclta^ Monimia'& vroman, Mrs. Osborn. 

SCENE, BO HE MIA. 
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THE, 

ORPHAN. 

ACT I. SCENE i. 

Enter PAULINO and ERNESTO. 

Paulino. 
5 'TT^ I S ftrange, Ernefto^ this feverity 

I Should ftill reign powerful in j^caflo'smmd^ 
To hate the court where he was bred and liv'dy 
All honours heap'd on him that pow'r could give. 
Ernesto. 
'Tis true, he thither came a private gentleman. 
But young and brave, and of a family 
Ancient and noble as th« empire holds. 
The honours he has gain'd are juftlj his ; 
He purchased them in war : thrice has he led 
An army 'gainft the rebels* and as often 
Returned with vidlory; the world has not 
A truer foldier, or a better fubjed. 
Paulino. 
It was his virtue at firft made mc fcrve him j 
ije is the beft of matters as of Ct\c«i^^ \ 
\ know he has lately \>c«i VaVv»^ OoWaffc % 
IS 
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Yet dill he keeps his ftubborn purpofe, cries, 
He*s old, and willingly would be at reft : 
I doubt there's deep refentment in his mind, 
For the late flight his honour fuflFer'd there, 

Ernesto. 
Has he not reafon ? When for what he had borne 
Long, hard, and faithful toil, he might have claim'd 
Places in honour, and employment high ; 
A huffing, fhining, flatt'ring, cringing coward, 
A canker-worm of peace, was rais'd above him. 

Paulino. 
Yet ft ill he holds juft value for the king. 
Nor ever names him but with higheft reverence. 
Tis noble that 

Ernesto. 
Oh ! 1 have heard him wanton in his praife. 
Speak things of him might charm the ears of envy. 

Paulino. 
Oh may he live till nature's felf grow old. 
And from her womb no more can blefs the earth ! 
For when he dies, farewell all honour, bounty. 
All generous encouragement of arts ; 
For charity herfelf becomes a widow. 

Ernesto. 
No, he has two fons that are ordain'd to be 
As well his virtue's as his fortune's heirs. 

Paulino. 
They're both of nature mild, and full^of fweetnefs. 
They came twins from the womb, and ftill they live 
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As if they would go twins too to the grave : 
Neither has any thing he calls his own, 
But of each others joy, as griefs partaking ; 
So very honcftly, fo well they love, 
^ they were only for each other born. 
^•' Ernesto. 

Never was parent in an off-fpring happier ; 
He has a daughter too, whofe blooming age 
Promifes goodnefs equal to her beauty. 
Paulino. 
And as there is a fricndfliip 'twixt the brethren. 
So has her infant nature chofen too 
A faithful partner of her thoughts and wilhes. 
And kind companion of her harmlefs pleafures. 
Ernesto. 
You mean the beauteous orphan, fair Monimia I 

Paulino. 
The fame, the daughter of the brave Chamo?it. 
He was our lord's companion in the wars. 
Where fuch a wond'rous friendfliip grew between 'em 
As only death could end : Chamoni*% eftate 
Was ruin'd in our late and civil difcords ; 
Therefor unable to advance her fortune. 
He left his daughter to our mailer's care ; 
To fuch a care as fhe fcarce loft a father. 
Ernesto. 
Her brother to the Emperor's wars went early. 
To feck a fortune or a noble fate ; 
Whence he with honour is expected back, 
B 2 ^ 
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And mighty marks of that great Prince's favour, 
Paulino, 
Our mader never would permit his Tons 
To launch for fortune in th* uncertain world, 
But warns 'em to avoid both courts, and camp$, ,, 
Where dilatory fortune plays the jilt ^ - 

With the brave, noble, hoaeft, gallant man. 
To throw hcrfelf away on fools and knaves. 
Krnesto. 
They both have forward, gcn'rous, a^ive fpirits : 
^Tis daily their petition to their fether, 
To fend them forth where glory's to be gotten ; 
They cry they're weary of their lazy home, 
Redlefs to do fomething that fame may talk of^ 
To-day they chas'd the boar, and near this time 
Should be returned, 

Paulino. 
Oh that's a royal fport 1 i 

We yet may fee the old man in a morning, ? 

Lufty as health come ruddy to the field, i 

And there purfue the chace, as if he meant 
To o'er take time, andbringback youth agab. lExeuff^. i 
Euter CAST ALIO, POLYDORE, and Pag f. I 
Castalio. 
Polydore! our fport 
Has been to day much better for the danger; 
When on the brink the forming boar I met ; 
And in his fide thought to have lodgfd my fpear, ;f 
The defperate favage ruih'd within my force^ rf 
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And bore me headlong with him down tbe rdck. 

POLYDORE. 

But then-r 

Castalio. 

Ay then, my brother, my friend Polydore^ 
Like Perfeus mounted on his winged ftecd. 
Came on, and down the dang'rous precipice leapt 
To fave Caftalio. 'Twas a god-like adk. 

POLYBO&B. 

But when I came, I found you conqueror. 
Oh my heart danc'd to fee your danger paft ! 
The heat and fury of the chace was cold. 
And I had nothing in my mind but joy. 
Castalio. 

So, Polydore^ methinks we might in war 
Rufh on together ; thou (houldft be my guard. 
And I be thine ; what is't could hurt us then I 
Now half the youth of Europe are in arms. 
How fulfome mud it be to ftay behind, 
' And die of rank difeafes hiere at home ? - 

POLYDOKE. 

No, let me purchafe in my youth renown^ 
To make me lov'd and valu'd when I'm old j 
I would be bufy in the world, and learn^ 
Not like a coarfe and ufelefs dunghill weed» 
Fixt to one fpot, and rot juft as I grow. 
Castalio. 

Our father 
Has ta'ea himfelf a furfelt oCxSixt ^ot\^ 
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And cries it is not fafe that we (hould tafte it; 
I own I have duty very powerful in me; 
And tho' Vd hazard all to raife my name. 
Yet he's fo tender, and fo good a father, 
I could not do a thing to crofs his will, 

POLYDORE. 

CaJialiOf 1 have donbts within my heart, 
Which you, and only you, can fatisfy : 
Will you be free and candid to your friend ? 
Castalio. 

Have I a thought my Polydorc (hould not kno¥ 
What can this mean ? 

POLTDORE, 

Nay, ril conjure you too. 
By all the ftridleft bonds of faithful friendfliip. 
To fhew your heart as naked in this point 
As you would purge you of your fins to heav'n. 
Castalio. 
I win. 

POLYDORE. 

And (hould I chance to touch it nearly, bear it 
With all the fuff 'ranee of a tender friend* 
Castalio. 

As calmly as the wounded patient bears 
The artift's hand, that minifters his cure. 

POLYDORE, 

That's kmdly faid. You know our father's w; 
The fair Monimia ; is your heart at peace ? 
Is it fo guarded that you could not love her. 
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Castalio* 
Suppofe I fhould ? 

POLYDORE, 

Suppofe you fhould not, brother* 
Castalio. 
You'd fay, I muft not. 

POLYDORE. 

That would found too rough]/ 
'Twixt friends and brothers, as we two are, 
Castalio. 
Is love a fault ? 

POLYDORE. 

In one of us it may be : 
What if I love her ? 

Castalio. 

Then I muft inform you 
I lov'd her firft, and cannot quit the claim, 
But will preferve the birth-right of my paflion. 

POLYDORE. 

You will. 

Castalio. 
IwiU. 

POLYDORE. 

No more, IVe done. 
Castalio. 

Why not ? 
Polydorb. 
I told you I had done ; 
B u t you Caftalh would difpMt^ \t. 
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Castalio. 
No: 
Not with Illy Polydore ; though I muft owii 
My nature dbftinate and void of fuflPrance, 
Love reigns a very tyi^nt in my heart, 
Attended on his throne by all his guards 
Of fiirious wiOieSy fears and nice fufpicions. 
I could not bear a rival in my friendfhip, 
I am ib much in love and fond of thee. 

POLYt>ORfi. 

Yet you vf'iU break this friendfhip ! 
Castalio. 

Not for crowns* 

PotYDORB.' 

But for a toy you would, a woman's toy, 
Unjuft Cqfia/h. 

Castalio, 

Pr'ytheie, wherfc's cdy fault? 

POLT0Oft£. 

You love Monimia. 

CAStALIO. 

Yes. 

PotTDORS. 

And you would kill me. 
If I'm your rival. 

Castalio. 

NO, fure we're fuch friends»i 
So much one man, that our aflfediotis too | 

Miiil be united, and the fame as ^n^ Itt. 
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POLYDORE. 

I dote upon Monimia, 

Castalio. 
Love her ftill ; 
Win and enjoy her. < 

POLYDO&E. 

Both of us cannot. 
Castalio. 
No matter 
Whofe chance it proves, but let's not quarrel for't» 
Pol Y DOR E. 
You would not wed Mommiay would you ? 

Castalio. 
Wed her ! 
No! were (he all dedre could wi(hy as fair 
As would the vaineft of her iex be thought, 
With wealth beyond what woman's pride could wade. 
She fhould not cheat me of mycfreedom. Marry ! 
When I am old and weary of the world, 
I may grow defperate* 
And take a wife to mortify withal. 
Pol Y DOR B. 
It is an elder brother's duty fo 
To pr(q)agate his family and name : 
You would nor have yours die and buried with you ? 
Castalio. 
Mere vanity, and filly dotage all ; 
N09 let me live at large^ and when I die—— 



I 



I 



§8 T H E O H rp H A N, 

I M^ho fhall poffefs th'eftatcjou kdV€ ? 

j My friend 

l' Ifhe fufvivesilie; if not, my Iiiog^ 

Who may beftow*t again on^ome brave man, 
' Whofe hcmefty and ^srVioes deferve one. 

PotYDO'*!. 

'Tis kindly offet'd. 

GArrALio. 
By/yon HeaV'n, 1 love 
My Polyehre bdyimd all worklly joys» 
And would not ffaock bis quiet, to be bleft 
With greater happinefs than man e'ier tafte<l. 

Andby that'he^en demally Lf^dar, 
Ta4c«fp t^ kilad %9tf^V iii^ny^^h^ 
Wkoie AftU Monimta be ? 

"^ -Oa^ta-li^. 

N<xQMtt^rwiir 

Were yon not with-iierrprivaqtelj laft ni0 

1 was, and flioukkhav^ 196V ^er here 9gf 
But th' (^portcmtty fliaU4K)w be> chin# ; 
Myfelf will bring theerto the Acme of love 
But have a care, hj friendfiiip V O09i|ure7 
That no/alferplay he ofiFep*d to^hy^>n>l]f 
Urge all thy powers to make thy paflion, 
»..* tiTong not mine. 
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POi^YDORE. 

Hcav'n blaft mc if I do. 
Castalio. 
If 't prove thy fortune, Pnlydore^ to conquer, 
(For thocfc haft all th^ arts of foft perfuafion !) 
Truft me) aod lot me know thy love's fuccefs. 
That I may ever after ftifle mine^ 
Pqlydor^. 
Thongh fte be dearer to my fouli than reft * ^ 
To weary pilgrims, or to mifers gold. 
To great men pow'r, or w^khy cities pride. 
Rather than, wpong^ Caftalh^ Fd forget her. 
For if ye Pqw'rs have happinefs in ftorc, 
When ye won'd feowY down joys on Bolydore, 
In one great blefling al) your bounty fend, 
That 1 n^iy never lofe (b dear a friend. 

[J^etzM Caft, Pol. Munet Page^g 

Enter M ONI MI A. 

MOHIMIA, 

So foon retum'd from hunting ! This fair day 
Seems as if fent to invite th* world abroad. 
Pals'd not Caftalio and Polydbre this way ? 
Pagb. 

Madam, jaft now, 

MONIMU* 

Sure fome ill fate^ upo^ me^ 
Diftruft and heavinefs fit round my heart. 
And appreheafion (hocks my timorous ibuh 
Why was I not bud in my ^eacdvsi ^gtvi^ 
C a 
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With my poor parents I and at reft as they arc ! 
Indead of that, Tm wand'nng into, cares, 
Caftallol O Caftalio! Thou haft caught 
My foolifh heart ; and like a tender child. 
That trufts his play- thing to another hand, 
I fear its harm, and fain would have it back. 
Come near, Cordelio^ I muft chide you. Sir, 
Page. 
Why, madam, have I done you any wrong ? 

MONIMIA. 

I never fee you now ; you have been kinder ; 
Sate by my bed, and fung me pretty fongs : 
Perhaps IVe been ungrateful : here's money for you 
Will you oblige me ? Shall I fee you oftner ? 
Page. 
Madam, I'd ferve you with my foul ; 
But in the morning when you call me to you, 
As by your bedl ftand and tell you Aories, 
I am alham'd to fee your fwelling breads. 
It makes me blu(h they are fo very white. 

MONIMIA* 

Oh men for flattery and deceit renown'd! 
Thus when y'are young, ye learn it all like him. 
Till as your years encreafe, that ftrengthens too, 
T* undo poor maids, and make our rum eafy . 
Tell me, Cordelio^ for thou oft haft heard 
Their friendly couverfe, and their bofom fecrets» 
Sometunes at leaft, have they not talk'd of mc ? 
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Page. 
Oh madam ! very wickedly they have ta:lk'd ! 
But I'm afraid to name it, for they fay 
Boys mud be whippM that tell their mafter's fecrets. 

MONIMIA. 

Fear not, Cordeliol It (hall ne'er Be known; 
For ril prefcrve the fecretas 'twere mine. 
Poly dor e cannot be fb kind as I. 
ril fumifh thee for all thy harmlefs fports 
With pretty toys, and thou fhalt be my page. 
Page. 

And truly, madam, I had rather be fo» 
Methinks you love me better than my lord. 
For he was never half fo kind as you are. 
What muft I do ? 

MONIMIA. 

Inform me how thou haft heard 
Caftalioy and his brother, ufe my name. 
Page. 
With all the tendemefs of love. 
You were the fubjcd of their laft difcourfe. 
At firft I thought it would have fatal prov/d ; 
But as the one grew hot, the other cool'd, 
y^nd yielded to the frailty of his friend ; 
At laft, after much ftrugling 'twas refolv'd — - ' 

MONIMIA. '^ 

Wh^tf good Cordelio? 

Page. 
Not to quatrtl €ot ^wv* 
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MONIMIA, 

I would not have 'em, by tny deareft hopcs^ 
I would not be the argument of ftrife.^ "^ 

But furely mf €afiaiio won't forfake me. 
And make a mockery of my eafy love. 
Went they tegtthtr ? 

Pagb. 
Yes» no feek you» ma4amt; 
Caftalh promf8*d Pofydor^ to bring hm 
Where. lie aiooe might nseet you>. 
And &irly try the fot-tuae of his wifhes, 
MknriMiA* 
Am I tBe» growa lb cheap, juft to be ma4ip 
A common ftake, a prise for love in je(i ? 
Was not Caftalh very loth to yield it. 
Or was it Poly^or^^s unruly paflioq, 
Tliatheighlciied the d^ate. 

Page. 

The fault was P^lydorp*^. 
Cajlalio play'd with love, and fmiltng ftew'd 
The pleaftne, not the pangs of his defire. 
He laid no woman's fmiles ihould buy hi^ freedom ; 
And oiarriage is a mortifyiag thing, 

MOMIMIA. 

Then I am min'd, if Cafialio\ falft ; 
Where is ther^ faith and honour to be found > 
Ye Gods, that guard the inaocent, and guide 
The weak ; proted, and take me to your care. 
Oh but I loye him I there's the rock wiU wreck me ! 
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yMxf /^as rmade with all my^fdbes foftnefty 
Yet want the cunning tO' conceal its follies? 
I'll fee CaftalU, tat him with his.^flrocds. 
Be a true woman, rail» proteft my wrongs $ 
keiblvc to hate him, and yet love him fttlK 

Enter CAST ALIO «w</ POLYDORE. 
He comes, the conqueror comes ! lie (till, my htart* 
And learn to bear thy injuries with fcorn. 

Castalio. 
Madam, my brother begs he may have leave 
To tell you fomething that coneeras yeu aearly.j 
I leave you as becomes me, and withdraw, 

M0N1111A4 
Mj lord C4ftaltd f 

CASTAL104 

Madam! 

MONtlClA. 

H^c you pro|M>s*d 
to aboferjoiecpalfiablyr? What aafims! this ii£i|^? 
Vfhjzai^l^ttt^th Pofydcreakooc > 

QAtTALlO^ 

He beft can telliyou. Bufine& of knpodance 
Calkmenaway,'! moft.attendimy father. 

i'MONiMItA. 

1lVil^yca]: then leave me fchas ? 
Casta&xo. 

But fet a momeox* 

MONIMIA. 

It has beoa otherwife; thctaoit ba&V)^nBk% 
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Wheitbufinefs might have ftay*d, and I been heanlj 
Castalio. i 

I could for ever hear thee ; bat this time j 

Matters of fuch odd circumftances prefs me, ! 

That I muft go lExiU 

MONIMIA. 

Then go, and if *t be poffible for ever. 
WfiW^ my lord Poly dor e^ I gaefs your budnefs^ 
And read th'ill-natur'd purpofc in your eyes, 

POLYDORB. 

If to defire you more than mifcrs wealth, 
Or dying men an hour of added life. 
If fofted wilhes, and a heart more true, 
Than ever fuffer'd yet for love difdain'd. 
Speak an ill nature, you accufe me juftly. 

MONIMIA. 

Talk not of love, my lord, I muft not hear it. 

POLYDO&B. 

Who can behold fuch beauty, and be filent? 
Defire firft taught us words : man, when created 
At firft alone long wandered up and down, 
Forlom, and filent as his vaiFal bealb ; 
But when a heav'n-born maid, like you, appeared. 
Strange pleafures fiU'd his eyes, and fir*d his heart, 
Unloos'd his tongue, and his firft talk was love. 

MONIMIA. 

The -firft created pair, indeed, werebleft; 
They were the only objeds of each other. 
Therefor he courted her ; and her alone : 
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But in this peopled world of beauty, where 
There's roving room, where you may court, and ruin 
A thoufand daore, why need you talk to me? 

POLYDORB. 

Oh ! I could talk to thee for ever : Thus 
Eternally admiring, fix and gaze 
On thofe dear eyes ; for every glance they fend 
Darts through my foul, and almoft gives enjoyment. 

MONIMIA. 

How can you labour thus for my undoing ? 
I muft confefs, indeed, I owe you more 
Than ever 1 can hope or think to pay. 
There always Was a friendftiip *twixt oUr families; 
And therefor when my tender parents dy'd, 
Whofe ruin*d fortunes too expired with them. 
Your father's pity, and his bounty, took me, 
A poor and helplefs orphan to his care. 
Poly DORS » 

'Twas heav'n ordain'd it fo, to make me happy. 
Hence with this pecvifli virtue, *tis a cheat. 
And thofe who taught it firft were hypocrites ; 
Come, thefe foft tender limbs were made for yielding. 
MoNiMiA. [Kneels, 

Here, on my knees, by Heaven's bleft pow'r I fwear^ 
If you pcrfift, I ne'er henceforth will fee you. 
But rather wander through the world a beggar. 
And live on ibrdid fcraps at proud mens doors. 
For though tp fortune loft. Til ftill inherit 
O 
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My mother's virtues, and my father's bonouf . 
Poly DOR £• 
Intolerable vanity ! your fex 
Was never in the right ! y'are always falfe. 
Or filly; even your dreflcs are not more 
Pantaftic than your appetites : you think 
Of nothing twice : opinion you have^ nOhe. 
To-day y'are nfcc, ro morrow nrot fo free; 
Now fmile, then frovrin; now forrowful, then g 
Now pleas*^d, now not; and all you knov^not w) 
Virtue you affed^, incohftancy's your praflice, 
y\nd when your loofe defites once get dominion^ 
No hungry churl feeds coarfer at a* feaft; 
EvVy rank fool goes down 

MONIMIA* 

Indeedi my Lord,' 
I own my fex^s follies ; I have 'cm all, 
And to avoid its faulty mufl fly from you : 
Therefor believe me, could you raife mc higb 
As mod fantailtc woman's wifh conld reach. 
And lay all nature's riches; at my feet ; 
Vd rather run- a favage in the woods 
Amongft brute beafts,' grow wrinkled and deforc 
As wildnefs and moft rude negle^ could make it 
So I might (HQ enjoy my honour fafe 
From the deftro^ing wiles of faithlefs men»»^ [ 

POLYDORE. 

Who'd be that fordid foolllh thing caird m^' 
To cringe thus, fawn, atKlflaUer {^x'i.^W^ 
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Which beads enjoy fo very much above him ? 
The lufty bull ranges through all the field. 
And frpm the herd fmgling his fpmale put. 
Enjoys her, and abandons her at will. 
It Jhall be fo, I'll yet poffefs isoy love, 
"Wait on, and watch her loofe unguarded hours : 
Then when her roving thoughts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton wifhes to her heart; 
r th* very minute when her virtue nods, 
1*1} ru(h upon her in a ftorm of love, \ 
Beat down her guard of honour'all before mep 
Surfeit on joys till ev'n defire grow fick ; 
Then by long abfence liberty f'egaln. 
And quite forget the pleafure and the pain. 

l^Exit Ptl. aftd Page. 
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Enter ACASTO, CASTALIO, POLYDORE, 

Attendants. 

AcASTO. 

^ I ^ O-day has been a day of glorious fport. 

-*• When you, C(^alh and your brother left roo. 
Forth from the thickets rufh'd another boar. 
So large, he feem*d the tyrant of the ^oods ; 
With all his dreadful bridles rais'd up high. 
They feena'd a grove of fpears upon his back. 
Foaming he came at me, where I was pofted, 
Beft to obferve which way he'd lead the chace. 
Whetting his huge long tufks, and gaping wide» 
As if he already had me fbr his prey ; 
Till brandifhmg my well-pois*d javelin high. 
With this bold executing arm\ I ftruck 
The ugly brindled monfter to the heart, 
Caitalio. 
The actions ofyour life were always wondVous. 

ACASTO* 

No flatt'ry, boy ! an honeft man can't live by't ; 
It is a little fneaking art, which knaves 
Ufe to cajde and foften fools withal ; 
If thou haft flatt'ry in thy nature, out with't, 
Or /end it to z court, for there 'twill thrive. 
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POLYDORB, 

Why there? 

ACASTO. 

'Tis, next to money, carrcnt there; 
To be ieen daily in as many forms 
As there are forts of vanities, and men; '' 
The fuperftitiotrs ftatefman has his fneer , 
To fmoothe a poor man off with, that can't br^chim; 
The grave dull fellow of fmall.buiin€& footh» _ *£. , 
The humorift, and will needs admire his win ; ,-i^>. 
Who without fpleen could (ee a'liot-brain'd atheift 
Thanking a furly dodor for his fermon; 
Or 4 grave counfellor meet a fmooth youn^ lord. 
Squeeze him by the hand,and praife his good ebmf/exhnf 

P01.TDORB. 

Courts are the places where beft manners flourUh; 
Where the deferving ought to rifc, and fools 
Make (how. Why fhould I vex and chafe ray fpleen,. 
To fee a gaudy coxcomb fliine, when I 
Have feen enough to foothe him in his follies. 
And ride him to advantage as I pleafe? 

ACASTO. 

Who merit, ought indeed to rife i'th* world, 
But no wife man that's honeft fhould expedl it. 
What man of fenfe would rack his generous mindA. / 
To pradHfe all the bafe formalities 
And forms of bufmefs, force a grave ftarch'd facc^ 
When he's a very libertine in's heart ? 
Seem not to know this or that maxx m^xx^Avc^ 
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Wlmi priratdy perhaps they meet together. 
And lay the fcene of fome brarc fellow's ruin. ' 
Sach things art done— <— 

Castalio* 
Your lordlhip's wrongs hav^ ^^^^ 
So great, that yon with juftice may complain ; ^ 

Bot {offer us, whole younger minds ne'er felt | 

Fortune's deceits, to court her as (he's fair : \ 

Were (he a common miftreis, kind to all» 
Her worth would ceafe* and half the world grow idfe 

ACASTO. 

Go to, yoa're fools, and know me not; IVe learnt 
Long fince to bear revenge, or fcom my wrongs, ' 
According to the value of the doer. 
Yon both would fain be great, and to that end 
Defire to do things worthy your ambition. 
Oo to the camp, preferment's nobleft mart, 
Where honour ought to have the faired play, you'll find 
Corruption, envy, difcontent, and fadion, 
Almoft in every band : how many men. 
Have fpcnt their blood in their dear country's fervice. 
Yet now pine under want, while felfifli flaves, [on. 
That ev'n could cut their throats, whom now they fawn 
Like deadly locuQs eat the hooey up, 
Which thofe induftrious bees fo hardly toli'd for ! 
Castalio. 

Thefe precepts fuit not with my adlive mind, 
Methinks I would be bufy. 

POLYDORE. 

So v?o\i\d \» 
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Not loiter out my life at home, and know 
No farther than one profpedt gives me lealre. 

ACASTO. 

Bu(y your minds then, (lady arts and men ; 
Learn how to value merit though in rags. 
And fcorn a proud ill-mannered knave in office. 
Enter SfeRINA, xMOKlMlA an^ Md$d. 
Serin A. 
My lord, my father ! 

ACASTd. 

Bleffings oh tnj child. 
My little cherub, what had thou to afk me ? 
Serina, 
I bring you, fir, mod glad and welcome news: 
The young ChamonU whom you've fo often wifli'd for. 
Is juft atTiv*d and entering. 

ACASTO. 

By my foul 
And all my honours, he^s mod dearly welcome; 
Let me i^ceive him like his father's f riend. 

Enter CHAMONT. 
Welcome, thou reli^ of the beft-lov'd man, 
iVelcbme from all the turmoils, and the hazards 
Of certain danger, and uncertain fortune; 
Welcome as happy tydings after fears. 
Chamont. 
Words would but wrong the gratitude I owe you. 
Should I begin to fpeak, my foul's fo fulU 
Thar/ /iould talk of notlung dfe ^\\ ^v|» 
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MONIMIA. / 

My brotHer ! ^ 

Chamont* 
Oh mj (iftcr ! let me hold thee 
Long in Tny arms. I*ve not beheld thy face 
Thefe many days; by night Pve often fcen thee.' 
In gentle dreams, and fatisfy*d my foul 
With fancy'd joys, till morning cares awak*d me 
Another fi(ler ! fure it muft be fO| 
Though, I remember well, I had but one: 
But I feel fomething in my heart that prompts. 
And tells me (he has claim and interefl there. 
AcA«To. 

Young foldicr, you've not only ftudy'd war, 
-Gburtihip, I fee, has been your pfadtice too^ 
And may not prove unvirelcome to my daughter^ 
Chamomt. 

Is (he your daughter ? then my heart told true ! 
And l*m at leaft her brother by adoption : 
For you have made yourfelf to me a father. 
And by that patent I have leave to love her. 
Serina. 

Monimia^ thou haft told me men are falfe* 
Will flatter, feign, and make an art of love : 
Is Chamont fo ? No, fure he's more than man> , 
Something that's near divine, and truth dwells in hk 

ACASTO. 

Thus happy, virho would envy pompous powV, 
The luxury of courts, or wealth of cities ? 



THE ORPHAN. JJ 

Let there be joj through all the hoafe this day ! 
In every room let plenty flow at large* 
It is the birth-day of my royal mafter. 
You have not vifited the court, Chamont^ 
Since your return ? 

Chamont. 

I have no bufinefs there* 
1 have not flavifh temperance chough 
T' attend a fav'rite's heels, and watch his finiles ; 
Bear an ill office done me to my face. 
And thank the lord that wrong'd me for his favour, 

ACASTO. 

This you would do. [To bis font. 

Castalio. 
I'd fervc my Prince* 

ACASTO. 

Who'd ferve him? 
Castalio. 
I would, my lord. 

POLYDORB. 

And I ; both would. 

ACASTO. 

Away, 
He needs not any fenra^ts fuch ^ you ! 
Serve him ! he merits more than man can do i 
He is fo good, praife cannot fpeak his worth: 
So merciful, fure he ne'er flept in wrath; 
Sojufi, that were he but a private man* 
He could not do a wrong, Hovi ^craid^Qiai^!X^^\^s&^ 
E 
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Castalio. 
Vd fcrve him with my fortune here at home. 
And ferve him with my perfon in his wars. 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him. 

POLYDORE. 

Die for him, 
As every true -bom loyal fubjedk ought, 

ACASTO. 

Let me embrace you both. Nbw by the Couh 
Of my brave anceQors, I'm truly happy; 
For this be ever bled my marriage-day, 
Bleft be your mother's memory that bore you. 
And double bleft be that aufpicious hour 
That gave ye birth. Ye&, my afpiring boys, 
' Ye fhall have bufinefs ; when your mafter wants you. 
You cannot ferve a noblei'; I have ferv'd him ; 
In this old body yet the paarks remain 
Of many wounds^ I've with this tongue proclatm'd 
His right, ev*n in the face of rank rebellion j 
And when a foul-motfth'd traitor once prophan'd 
His facred name, with my good fabre drawn, 
Ev'n at the head of all his giddy rout, 
I rulh'd, .and clove the rebel to the chine. 
Enter SERVANT. 
Servant, 
My lord, th' expelled guefts are joft arriv'd. 

ACASTO. 

(iO you, and give 'em welcome and reception. 



I 



THE ORPHAN. 35 

Chamont. 

My lord, rftan<il in need of your affiftance 
la fomething that concerns my peace and honour, 

ACASTO. 

Spoke like the fon of that brave man I lov'd: 
So freely friendly we conversed together. 
What e*er it be with confidence impart it. 
Thou ikalt command my fortune and my fword. 
^ Chamont. 

I dare not doubt your friendfliip nor your juftice. 
Your bounty (hewn to what I hold moft dear. 
My orphan (iftcr, muft not be forgotten ! 

ACASTO. 

Pr'ythee, no more of that; it grates my nature. 
Chamont. 

When our dear parents dy*d, they dy'd together. 
One fate furpriz'd 'em, and one grave receiv'd 'cm: 
My father with his dying breath bequeathed 
Her to my love : ray mother, as (he lay 
Languifhing by him, call'd me to her fide, 
Took me in her fainting arms, wept and embraced mc. 
Then prefs'd me clofc, and as (he obferv'd my tears, 
Kift them away ; faid (he, Chamont^ my fon. 
By this tod all the love I ever (hew'd thee. 
Be careful of Monimia, watch her youth, 
JLct not her wants betray her to dilhonour ; 
Perhaps kind heav'n may raife fome friend, then figh'4» 
Kift me again ; fo bleft us and ezpir'd. 
Pardon my grief* 

E a 
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ACAtTO. 

It fpeaks an honeft nature. 
Chamont. 
The frieiul heav'n rais'd was you, you took her up 
An infant, to the defart world ezpos'd. 
And prov'd another parent. 

ACASTO. 

I've not wrong'd her. 
Chamont. 
Far be it from my fears. 

ACASTO. 

Then why this argument ? 
Chamont. 
My lord, my nature's jealous, and you'll bear it. 

ACASTO* 

Go on. ' 

Chamont. 

Great fpirits bear misfortunes hardly : 
Good offices claim gratitude; and pride. 
Where pow'r is wanting, will ufurp a little. 
And make us (rather than be thought behixiud-hand) 
Pay over-price. 

ACASTO. 

I cannot guefs your drift ; 
Piftruft you me ? 

Chamont. 

No, but I fear her weaknefs -r 
May make her pay a debt at any rate ; 
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I've heard a ftory lately muc^ difturbs mc. 

ACASTO. 

Then firft charge her; and if the offence be found 
•Within my reach, tho' it fliould touch my nature. 
In my own off-fpring, by the dear remembrance 
Of thy brave father, whom my heart rejoic'd in» 
I'd profecute it with fevered vengeance. X^Exit. 

Chamont. 

I thank you from my foul. 

MONIMIA. 

Alasy my brother! 
'What have I done ? and why do you abuie roe i 
My heart quakes in me ; in your fettled face 
And clouded brow methinks I fee my fa.te : 
You will not kill me ! 

Cham«nt. 
Pr'ythec, why doft talk fb? 

MONIMXA. 

Look kindly on me then. I cannot bear 
Severity; it daunts, and does amaze me : 
My heart's fo tender, (hould you charge me rongji 
1 ihould but weep, and anfwer you with fobbing. 
But ufe me gently, like a loving brother. 
And fearch through all the fecrets of my foul. 
Chamont. 

Fear nothing, I will (hew myfelf a brother, 
A tender, honeO, and a loving brother. 
Y'ave not forgot our father ? 
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MONIMIA, 

I fhall never. 
Chamont. 
Then you'D remember too, he was a man 
That liv'd up to the ftandard of his honour. 
And priz'd that jeWel more than mines of wealth 2 
He'd not h^ve done a (hameful thing but once. 
Though kept in darknefs from the world, and hidden* 
He could not have forgiven it to himfelf ; 
This was the only portion that he left us ; 
And I more glory in it, than if pofleft 
Of all that ever fortune threw on fools ; 
Twas a large truft, and muft be manag'd nicely ; 
Now if by any chance, Mon/mta, 
You have foird this gem, and taken from its value. 
How will y' account wittf me ? 

MONIMIA. 

I challenge envy, 
Malice and all the pradices of hell. 
To cenfure all the adions of my pad 
Unhappy life, and taint me if you can ! 
Chamont, 
I'll tell thee then ; three nights ago, a$ I 
Lay mudng in my bed, all darknefs round me, 
A fudden damp firuck to my heart, cold fweet 
. Dew'd all my face, and trembling feiz'd my limbs ; 
My bed (hook under me, the curtains ftarted. 
And to my^tortur'd fancy there appear'd 
The form of thee, thus beauteous as thou art. 
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Thy garments flowing loofe> and in each hand 
A wanton lover, who by turns careis'd thee 
^'ith all the freedom of unbounded pleafure ; 
I fnatch'd my fword; and in the very moment 
Darted it at the phantom, firait it left me ; 
Then rofe and called for lights, when, O dire omen ! 
I found my weapon had the arras pierc'd, 
Juft where the famous tale was interwoven^ 
How the unhappy Theban flew his father. 

MONIMIA. 

And for this caufe my virtue is fufpe^ed ! 
Becaufe in dreams your fancy has been ridden, 
I muft be tortur'd walking ! 

Chamont. 
Have a care ; 
Labour not to be juftified too fad : 
Hear all, and then let juilice hold the (cale. 
What foUow'd was the riddle that confounds me: 
Through a clofe lane, as I purfu'd my journey. 
And meditated on the lafl night's vifion, 
I fpy'd a wrinkled hag, with age grown double. 
Picking dry flicks, and mumbling to herfelf ; 
Her eyes with fcalding rheum were gall'd and red; 
Cold palfy fhook her head, her hands feem*d wither'd. 
And on her crooked fhoulders had fhe wrapt 
The tatter 'd remnant of an old flrip'd hanging. 
Which ferv'd to keep her carcafs from the cold ; 
So there was nothing of a piece about her ; . 

Her lower weeds were all o'er coarfely patch'd f| 

With diflPrent coloured rags,b\ack» i^d^^HVwfc^^^^'^* ^ 
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And feein'd to fpeak variety of wretchedneis ; 
I afk'd her of my way, which (he iaform*d me | 
Then crav'd my charity, and bad me haften 
To fave a fiiler. At that word 1 darted. 

MONXMIA. 

The common cheat of beggars every day ! 
They flock about our doors, pretend to gifts 
Of prophecy, and telling fools their fortunes. 
Chamont. 

Oh ! but flie told me fuch a ta!e, Monirnia^ 
As in it bore great circumftance of truth ; 
Caftaliot and Polydore^ my fifter. 

MONIMIA. 

Hah! 
Chamont. 
What, alter *d ! does your courage fail you ! 
Now by my father's foul the witch was honeft ; 
Anfwer me, if thou haft not loft to them 
Thy honour at a fordid game. 

MOHIMIA. 

1 will, 
I muft, fo hardly my misfortune loads me. 

That both have offered me their loves, moft true. 

Chamont. 
And tis as true too, they have both undone thee, 

MONIMIA. 

Though they both with earneft vows 
Have preft my heart, if e'er in thought I yielded 
To any but Cafialio-^'-^ 



T H E O R P H A N. 41 

Chamont. 

But Cajialh! 

MONIMXA. 

Still wiU you crofs the line of my difcourfe ! 
Yes, I confefs that he has won my foul 
By generous love, and honourable vows : 
Which he this day appointed to compleat. 
And make himielf by holy mHrrtage mine. 
Ghamont, 

Art thou then fpotlefs? haft thou ftill preferv'd 
Thy virtue white without a blot untainted ? 

MONIMIA, 

When I'm unchaft, may heav*n rejcf^ my pray*rs ! 
Or more, to make me wretched, may you know it ! 
Chamont. 

Oh then, Monimia! arr thou dearer to me 
Than all the comforts ever yet bleft man. 
But let not marriage bait thee to thy ruin, 
Truft not a man ; wc are by nature falfe, 
Diflembling, fubtle, cruel, >and inconftant : 
When a man talks of (ove, with caution truft him ; 
But if he fwcars, he'll certainly deceive thee : 
I charge thee let no more Caftalso foothe thee: 
Avoid it as thou would'ft preferve the peace 
Of a poor brother, to whofe foul th'art precious* 
Monimia. 

I will. 

Chamont. 

Appear as cold* when nezc^ou meet^ ils^«^\^^&k^% 
F 
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When merit begs, then (halt thou fee how foon 
His heart will cool, aod all his pains grow eafy. [^Exiti 

MONlMlA, 

Yes, I will try him ; torture him fevcrely ; 
For, oh Cordeiio I thou too much haft wrong'd me. 
In leaving me to Polydori^ ill ufage. 
He comes; and now for once, Oh Love» ftand neuter 1 
Whilft a hard part's perform*d ! for I mult tempt. 
Wound his foft nature, tho' my own heart akes for't. 

{Exiti 
Enter C A S T A L 1 O. 

Castalio. 
Mdnimia^ Monimia! — — She's gone; 
And feem'd to part with anger in her eyes ; 
I am a fool ; and (he hsis foimd my weaknefs; 
She ufes me already like a ilave 
Faft bound in chains^ to be <:haftis'd at will : 
*Twas not well done to trifle with my brother : 
1 might have trufted him with all the fecret, 
Open'd my filly heart, and fhewn it bare. 
But then he loves her too ; but not like me. 
I am a doting honeft flave^ defign'd 
For bondage, marriage*bonds, which I have fwom 
To wear : it is the only thing I e'er 
Hid from his knowlege; and he'll fure forgive 
The firft tranfgreffion of a wretched friend 
Betray'd to love, and all its little follies. 
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Enter POLYDORE, and Pag? at the door. 
Pqlydore. 
Here place yourfelf.and watch my brother throughly : 
If he -fbould chance to meet Monimta^ make 
Juft obfervation of each word and adion ; 
Pafs not one circumdanc^ without remark : 
Sir, 'tis your office, do't and bring me word [Ex, Pol. 
Enter MONIMIA. 
Castalio. 
Monimia, my angel ! 'twas not kind 
To leave me like a turtle here alone. 
To droop and mourn the abfence of my mate. 
When thou art from rpe every place is defert. 
And I, methinks, am lavage and forlorn; 
Thy prefence only 'tis can make me blcft. 
Heal my unquiet mind, and time my foul. 

MONIMIA. 

Oh the bewitching tongues of faithlefs men ! 
'Tis thus the falfe Hyana makes her moan. 
To draw the pitying traveller to her den ; 
Your fex are fo, fuch falfe diflcmblcrs all, 
With fighs and plaints y' entice poor women's hearts. 
And all that pity you, are made your prey. 
Castalio. 

What means my love ? Oh how have I deferv'd 
This language from the fovercign of my joys ! 
Stop, ftop, thofe tears, Monimia, for they fall 
Like baneful dew from a diftemper'd iky; 
I feel 'cm chill me to the very heart. 
F a 
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MONIMIA. 

Oh^ you ate falfe, Caftalioy moft forfworn. 
Attempt no farther to delude my faith. 
My heart is fixt, and you (hall (hake't no more. 
Castalio. 

Who told you fo ? what hell-bred villain durft 
Prophane the facrcd bufinefs of my love ? 

MONIMIA. 

Your brother, knowing on what terms Tm here, 
Th'unhappy objeft of your father's charity, 
Licentioufly difcours*d to me of love, 
And durft affront me with his brutal paflion. 
Castalio. 

*Tis 1 have been to blame, and only 1, 
Falfe to my brother and unjuft to thee. 
For, oh ! he loves thee too, and this day own*d it, 
Tax*d me with mine, and claimed a right above me. 

MONIMIA. 

And was your love fo very tame to fhrink. 
Or rather than lofe him, abandon me ? 
Castalio. 

I, knowing him precipitate and ra(h. 
To calm his heat, and to conceal my happinefs. 
Seem d to comply with his unruly will; 
Talk*d as he talk'd, and granted all he afk'd; 
Left he in rage might have our loves betray'd. 
And 1 for ever had Monimia loft, 

MONIMIA, 

Could you then ? did you ? can you own it too?- 
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•Twas poorly done, unworthy of your/clf ; 
And I can never think you meant me fair. 
Castalio. 
Is this Monimta ? furcly no ! *till now 
I ever thought her dove like, foft and kind. 
Who trufts his heart with woman's furely loft : 
You were made fair on purpofe to undo us, 
Whilft greedily wefnatch th' alluring bait, 
And ne'er diftruft the poifon that it hides. 

MONIMIA. 

\V hen love ill plac'd would find a means to break ^- 

Gastalio. 
It never wants pretences or excufe. 

MONIMIA. 

Man therefore was a lord like creature made. 
Rough as the winds, and as inconftant too : 
A lofty afpedt given him for command, 
Eafily foften'd, when he would betray: 
Like conquering tyrants, you our breads invade, . ^ 
Where yo!i are pleas'd to forage for a while ; 
But foon you find new conquefts out, and leave 
The ravag'd province ruinate and wafte. 
If fo, Caftalht you have ferv'd my heart, 
I find that defolation's fettled there, 
And I (hall ne*cr recover peace again. 
Castalio. 

Who can hear this, and bear an equal mind I 
Since you will drive me from you, I muft go; 
But, oh Monimta t when th'haft banifli'd mft^ 
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No creeping flave, though tradlable and dulU 

As artful woman for her ends would chufe» 

Shall ever dote as I have done ; for oh \ 

No tongue my plcafure nor my pain can tell, 

'TIS heav'n to have thee, and without thee hell. 

MONIMIA* 

Caflalio! (lay! we muft not part. I find 
My rage ebbs out, and love fk)ws in apace. 
Thefe little quarrels love muft needs forgive. 
They roufe up drowfy thoughts, and wake my foul. 
Oh ! charm me with the mufic of thy tongue ; 
I'm ne'er fo bleft as when I hear thy vows. 
And liften to the language of ihy heart. 
Gastalio. 

Where am I ! furely paradife is round me f 
Sweets planted by the h^d of heav'n grow here. 
And every fenfe is full of thy perfe(5lion. 
To hear thee fpeak might calm a madman's frenzyi 
'Till by attention he forgot his forrows ; 
But to behold thy eyes, thy 'mazing beauties 
Might make him rage again with love, as I do • 
To touch thee's heav'n, but to enjoy thee, ob \ 
Thou nature's whole perfedlion in one piece [ 
Sure framing thee heav'n took unufual care, -^ 

As its own beauty it defign'd thee fair ; > 

And form'd thee by the beft-lov'd angel there. [£x. 3 
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ACT III. SCENE!. 

Enter P O L Y D O R E, and Page. 

POLYDORE, 

ERE they fo kind ? Exprtfs it to me all 
In words, 'twill make me think 1 faw it too. 
Page. 
At firft I thought they had been mortal foes ; 
Monimia rag'd, Cajialio grew diftiirb*d, 
Each thought the other wrong'd, yet both fo haughty* 
They fcorn'd fubmiffion, though love all the while 
The rebel play'd> and fcarce could be contain*d. 

POLYDORE. 

But what fucceeded ? 

PAOi. 

Oh 'twas wond'roas pretty I 
For of a fudden all the ftorm was paft» 
A gentle calm of love fucceeded it; 
Monimia figh'd and blu{h*d» Cajialio fwore ; 
As you, my lord, I well remember did 
To my young fitter in the orange grove. 
When 1 was firft preferred to be your page. 

POLYDORE. 

Happy Cajialio I Now, by my great ibaU 
M' ambitious foul that languifhes to glory^ 
ril have her yet, by my bed hopes I vj\Ul% 
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She (hall he mine in fpite of all her arts. 
But for Caftalio why was I refus'd ? 
Has he fupplanted me by fome foul play» 
Traduc'd ipy honour ? Death ! he durft not dd 
It mud be fo : we parted, and he met her, • 
Half to compliance brought by me, furpriz'd 
Her fmking virtue till (he yielded quite : 
So poachers ba(ely pick, up tired game,' 
"WhiMl the fair hunter's cheated of his prey. 
Boy! 

Page. 
My lord ! 

POLYDORE. 

Go to your chamber, and prepare your lute ; 

Find out fome fong to pleafe me, that defcribes 

Womens hypocrifies, their fubtle wiles^ 

Betraying fmiies, feign*d tears, inconftancies ; 

Their painted outfides, and corrupted minds. 

The fum of all their follies, and their falfhoods. 

"Enter SERVANT. 

Servant. 
Oh the unhappieftSidings tongue e*er told! 

POLYDORB. 

The matter ! 

Servant. 
Oh ! your father, my good mafter. 
As with his guefts he fat in mirth rais'd high. 
And chas'd the goblet round the joyful board, 
A fudden trembling feb&'d on all his limbs ; 
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His eyes diftorted grew ; his vifage pale ! 
His fpeech forfookhicrt; life itfelffeem'd fled. 
And all his friends are waiting now about him. 
Enter ACASTO leaning on tnvo, 

ACASTO. 

Support me, give me air, I'll yet recover; 
'Twas a flip decaying nature made. 
For flie grows weary near her journey's end. 
Where are my fons ? come near, my Polydore; 
Your brother I whereas Ca/?aiio? 
Servant. 

My Lord, 
I've fearch'd, as you commanded, all the houfe. 
He and Monhnsa are not to be found. 

ACASTO, 

Not to be found ! then where are all my friends ? 
*Tis well, — 

1 hope they'll pardon an unhappy fault 
My unmannerly infirmity has made ! 
Death could not come in a more welcome hour. 
For I'm prepared to meet him, and methinks 
Would live and die with all my friends about mc. 

Enter CAST ALIO. 

Castalio. 
Angels prefenre my deareft father's life, 

Blefs it with long uninterrupred days ! 

Oh ! may he live 'till time itfelf decay, 

*Till good men wifli him dead, or I offend him! 

G 
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AcASTO. 

Thank you, Cajialio^ give me both your hauds^ 
And bear me up : I'd walk : fo now methinks 
I appear as great as Hercules himfelf, 
Supported by the pillars he had raised. 
Castalio. 

My lord, your Chaplain, 

ACASTO. 

Let the good man enter. 
Chaplain. 
Heav'n guard your lordlhip, and reftoreyour healtl 

ACASTO. 

I have provided for you, if I die. 
Ko fawning ! 'tis a fcandal to thy office* 
My fons, as thus united, ever live. 
And for the eftate, you'll find when I am dead 
I have divided it betwixt you both. 
Equally parted, as you fhar'd my love; 
Only to fweet Monimta Pve bequeath'd 
Ten thoufand crowns, a little portion for her> 
To wed her honourably as Ihe's born. 
Be not lefs friends becaufe you're brothers; fhu^ 
The man that's fingular, his mind's unfound. 
His fpleen o'erweighs his brains ; but above all 
Avoid the politic, the faAious fool. 
The bufy, buzzing, talking, harden'd knave. 
The quaint fmooth rogue, that fins again ft his rea|i 
Calls faucy loud fufpicion, public zeal. 
And mutiny, the dilates of his f^ltlti 
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Be very careful how you make new friends * 
Men read not morals now ; it was a cuftom : 
But all are to their father's vices born ; 
And in their mother's ignorance are bred. 
Let marriage be the lail thad thing ye do. 
For all the (ins and follies of the pad. 
If you have children, never give them knowlege, 
'Twill fpoil their fortune, fools are all the fafhion. 
If you've religion, keep it to your felves ; 
Atheifts will elfe make ufe of toleration, 
Abd laugh ye out oft : never fhew religion, 
Except ye mean to pafs for knaves of confcience. 
And cheat believing fools that think ye honeft. 

Enter S E R I N A. 
Sbrina. 
My father ! 

ACASTO. 

My heart's darling ^ 
Serina. 

Let my knees 
Fix to the earth. Ne'er let my eyes have reft. 
But wake and weep 'till heav'n reftore my father f 

ACASTO. 

Rife to my arms, and thy kind prayers are anfwer.*d. 
For thou'rt a wond'rous extradl: of all goodnefs. 
Bom for my joy, and no pain's felt when near thee, 
Chaniontl 
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Enter CHAMONT. 
Chamont. 
My lord, may't prove not an unlucky omen ; 
Many 1 fee are waiting round about you. 
And I am come to afk a blefling too* 

ACASTO. 

May'ft thou be happy ! 

Chamont. 
Where ? 

ACASTO. 

la all my wifhes ! 
Chamont. 
Confirm me fo, and make this fair one mine, 
I am unpradlis'd in the trade of courtibip, 
And know not how to deal love out with art ; 
Onfets in love feem beft like thofe in War, 
Fierce, refolute, and done with all the force ; 
«So I would open my whole heart at once, 
^^nd pour out the ab^ndance of my foul. 

? ACASTO. 

What ffay» Serina F can'ft thou love a fold ier I 
One.boni to honour and to hopour brejd ; 
One that has learn'd to treat even foes wi;h kindnefs 
To wrong no good man's fame« nor praife himfeli 

SeRINA. •■ : , ,*. ■ - J ^ 

Oh 1 name not love, for that's ally'dto joj^ 
And joy muft be a ftranger to my heart, ? 
When you're in danger. May Chamonfs good i 
Render him lovely to fbitie happier maid I 
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Whilft I at friendly diftance fee him bleft, 
Praife the kind Gods, and wonder at his virtues. 

ACASTO, 

C/}amont,r^\ir^wt her, conquer and pofliefs her^ 
And, as my fon, a third of all my fortune 
Shall he thy lo^ 

But keep thy eyes from wandering, man of frailty. 
Beware the dangerous beauty of the wanton. 
Shun their enticements ; ruin like a Vulture 
Waits on their conquefts: falflioodtoo's their bufinefs; 
They put falfc beauty off to all the world ; 
.Ufe falfe endearments to the fools that love 'em ; 
And when they marry, to their filly hufbands 
They bring falfe virtue, broken fame and fortune. 

MONIMIA* 

Hear you that, my lord ? 

POLYDORB. 

Yes, my fair monitor, oW mcQ always talk thus. 

ACASTO. . , . . 

Chamonty you told me of fome dpubts that preft jrou> 
Are you yet fatisficd that I'm your friend ? 
Chamont. 
My lord, I would npt lofe that fatisfadioh 
For any bleflSng I could ever wiCh for. 
As to my fears, already I hav^ loft 'em ; 
They ne'er ftall vex me more, or trouble you. 

r : :; Acasto. 

[ I thiuk you. Daughter^ you muft do fo too. 
My friends, 'tis late, 
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For nay diforder fcems all paft and over. 
And I methinks begin to feel new health. 
Castalio. 
Would you but reft, it might reftore you quite 

ACASTO. 

Yes, rU to bed ; old men muft humour weakne 
Let me have muiic then to lull and chafe 
This melancholy thought of death away. 
Good-night ! my friends, heav'n guard ye all ! go< 
To-morrow early we'll falute the day, [nigl 

Find out new pleafures, and redeem loft time. 

[^Exeunt all but Chamont and Chapla 
Ghamont. 
Hift, hift. Sir Gravity ^ a word with you. 

Ghaplain. 
With me. Sir! 

Chamont. 
If you're atleifure. Sir; we'll wafte an hour, 
'Tis yet too foon to fleep, and 'twill be charity 
To lend your converfation to a ftranger. 
Ghaplain. 
Sir, you*r^ a foldier ? 

Ghamont. 

Yes. 
Ghaplain. 

I love a foldier. 
And had been onfcmyfelf, but that my parents^ 
Would make me what you fee me ; yet I'm ho 
For all that I wear black. 
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Chamont. 

And that's a wonder. 
Have you had long dependence on this family ? 
Chaplain. 
I have not thought it fo, becaufe my time's 
Spent pleafantly . My lord's not haughty nor imperiouSf 
Nor I gravely whimfical ; he has good-nature* 
And I have manners : 
His fons too are civil to me, becaufe 
I do not pretend to be wifer than they are ; 
I meddle with no man's bufinefs but my own ; 
I rife in a morning early, ftody moderately* 
Eat and drink chearfully, live ibbcrly. 
Take my innocent pleafures freely, 
So meet with refped, and am not the jeftof the family, 
Chamont. 
I'm glad you are fo happy. 
A pleafant fellow this, and may be ufeful. 
Knew you my father, the old Chamont ? 
Chaplain. 
I did, and was moft forry when we loft him. 

Chamont. 
Why ? didft thou love him ? 

Chaplain. [friend. 

Every body lov'd him ; befidcs he was my maftcr'a 

Chamont. 
1 could embrace thee for that very notion. 
If thou did(t love my father, i could think 
Thou would'ft not be .an enemy to oy^^ 
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Chaplain. 
I can be no man's foe. 

Chamont. 

Then pr'ythce tell me; 
Think'ft thou the lord Cajialio loves my fifter ; 
Nay, never ftart. Come, come, I know thy officd 
Opens thee all the fecrets of the family. 
Then if thouVt honeft, ufe this freedom kindly. 
Chaplain, 
Love yotir fifter ? * 

Chamont. 
Ay love her. 
Chaplain. 

Sir, I never afk'd him. 
And wonder you fhould afk it me. 
Chamont, 
Nay, but thou'rt an hypocrite ; is there not one 
Of all thy -tribe that's honeft in your fchools ? 
The pride of your fuperiors makes ye flaves : 
Ye all live loathfome, fneaking, fervile lives ; 
Not fi^e enough to pradife generous truth. 
Though ye pretend to teach it to the world. 

Chaplain. 
.' I would deferve a better thought from you. 
Chamont, 
If thou wouldft have me not condemn thy office 
And charadler, think all thy brethren knaves, 
Thy trade a cheat, and thoH its worft profefibr; 
Inform me; fori tell thee, Prieft, TU kaow. 
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Chaplain. 

Either he loves her, or he much has wroog'd her, 
Chamont. 

How, wrong'd her ? have a care : for this may lay 
A fcene of mifchief to undo us all. 
But teU me, wrong'd her, (^id'ft thoii ? 

CHAPLAri^. 

Ay, Sir, wrong'd her. 
Chamont. 
This is a fecret worth a monarch's fortune ; 
What (hall I give thee for't? thou dear phyfician 
Of fickly fouls, unfold this riddk to me. 

And comfort mine 

Chaplain. 
I would hide ndthing from you willingly. 

Chamont. [me? 

Kay, then again thou'rt honeft. Wouldfl thou tell 

Chaplain. 
Yes, ifldurft. 

Chamont. 

Why, what afirighu thee ? 
Chaplain. 

You do, 
Wlio are xx>c CO be trufted with the fecret. 
Chamont. 
Why, I am no fool. 

Chaplain. 
So indeed you &y, 
H 
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Chamont. 
Pr'ythee, be ferious then. 

Chaplain. 

You fee I am fb; 
And hardly (hall be mad enoagh to-night* 
To truft you with my ruin. 

Chamont. 

Art thou then 
So far concern'd in't ? What has been thy office f 
Curfe on that formal fteady villain's fecc ! 
Juft fo do all bawds look; nay, bawds, they fay. 
Can pray upon occafion, talk of heav'n. 
Turn up their gogling eye-balls, rail at vice,' 
I^iflemblc, lye, and preach like any prieft. 
Art thou abawd ? 

Chaplain. 

Sir, Tm not often us'd thus.. 
Chamont. 
Be juft then. 

Chaplain-. 
So I fhall be to the truft 
That*s laid upon me. 

Chamont. 

By the reverenc'd foui 
Of that great honeft man that gave me being, 
Tell me but what thou know'ft concerns my hoiioir> 
And if I e'er reveal it to thy wropg, 
May this good fword ne'er do me right in battle 1 
May I ne'er know tfiat bleflcd peace of mind. 
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That dwells in good and {>ious men like thee I 

CHAPI.A1N, 

1 fee your temper's mov'd, and I will truft you, 

Chamont. 
Wilt thou^ 

Chaplain. 
I will. But if it ever 'fcape you — ^ 

Chamont^ 
It never (hall. 

Chaplain^ 
Swear then« 
Chamont* 
I do by aU 
That's dear to me, by th' honour of my name, 
Ai^d that dread Power I ferve, it never fhall. 
Chaplain. 
Then this good day, when all the houfe was bufy. 
When mirth and kind rejoicing fiU'd each room, 
As I was walking in the grove I ipet them. 
Chamont. 
What, met them in the grove together ? tell m?. 
How, walking, (landing, fitting, lying, hah! 
Chaplain. 
I by their own appointment met them there, 
fleceiv'd their marriage vows, apd join'd their hands. 
Chamonj, 
How J marry*d! 

Chaplain. 
Yes, Sir. 

H 2 
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Chamont. 
Then my fours at peace; : 
But why would you delay Co long to give tt ? 
Chaplain. 
Not knowing what reception it may find 
With old Acafio; may be I was too cautious 
To truft the fecret from me. - . '- 

Chamont. 

What's the caufe 
I cannot guefs, tho* 'tis my fifter's honour, 
I do not like this marriage. 

Huddled i' th*dark, and done at top much Tcoture : 
The bufmefs looks with an unlucky face. 
Keep (HU the fecret, for it ne'er (hall *fcaj>e me. 
Not even to them, the new-match"d pair. Farew^, 
Believe my truth, and know mt for thy friend . XExcunU 
Enter CASTALIO, ^^a^ MQNIMIA. 
' * Castalio. 

'S.ayxn^ Chamont^ and the Chaplain! fure 'tis tbeyff, 
No matter what's contrivVi, or who cpnfulted^ 
since my Mdnmim*s mtnc^ tho' this fad ^ook 
Seems no good boding omen to her bldsi 
Elfe, pr'ythee, tell me why that look caft down ? 
Why that fad figh as if thy heart were trcakm^ ? 

MONIMIA. 

Caft alio t 1 am thinking ^hat We've done. 
The heavenly powers are fure difpleasM to-di^l 
For at the ceremony as we ftood, " t: H| 

And as your hand was kindly ]oin*d widi mine, ''/^jS^ 
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J^s the good Pried pronoimc'd the facrcd vrords, 
IPaflion grew Wg, and I could not forbear. 
Tears drown 'd my eyes, and trembling feiz'd my fpub 
IVhat fhould that mean ? 

Cast ALIO, 
ph thou art tender all ! 
Gentle and kind as lympatJrizing nature i 
"When a fad ftory has been told, I've feen 
Thy littie breafts, with fbfir compaffion fwellM, 
Shove up and downj and heave like dying birds. 
But now let fear be banifti'd, think no more 
Of danger, for there's fafety in my arms ; 
Let them receive thee : heav'n grows jealous now ; 
Sure (he's too good for any mortal creature! ' 

I could grow wild, and praift thee ev'n to madnds. 
But wherefbr do i dally with myhlifs? 
The night's far fpent, and day draws on apace ; 
To bed, my love, and wake tiU I come thirher. * ' 

POLYDORE. 

So hot, ipy brother ? [Polydore at the d9o?? 

: MONIMIA. '' * 

.Twill be impoffible: 
You know your father's chamber's next to mine, '^ ' * 
And itb^ lead noifc will certainly alarm him, 
-^ * ^ / Castalio. 

li:^d$Me I impoffiWe ! ialas ! 
'l^l^^j^'IP*^ to live one* hour without thee ? 
X^I^Vflbldthofeeyes; they'll tell me truth. /' 
ifel^mpu xio longing ? Art thou ftill tht fecoa 
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Cold icy virgin ? No ; thou'rt altcr'd quite. 
Haftc, haftc to bed, and let loofe all thy wiflies, 

MONIMIA. 

'Tis but one night, my lord; I pray be rul'd, 
Castalio. 

Try if thou'aft power to ftop a flowing tide. 
Or in a tempeft make the feas be calm ; 
And when that's done Til conquer my defires. 
No more, my bleffing. What fhall be the fign ? 
When {hall 1 come ? For to my joys Til fteal. 
As if 1 ne*er had paid my freedom for them. 

MONIMIA. 

Juft three foft (Irokes upon the chamber-door; 
And at that (ignal you fhall gain admittance : 
But fpeak not the leaft word ; for if you fhould, 
*Ti8 furely heard, and all will be betrayed, 
Castalio. 
Oh ! doubt it not, Monimia; our joys 
Shall be as filent as th'extatic blifs 
Of fouls that l^ intelligence converfe : 
Immortal pleafures (hall our fenfes drown. 
Thought (hall be loft, afid ev'ry pow'r diflblv'd : 
Away^ my love ; firft take this kifs. Now haftc. 
I long for that to come, yet grudge each minute paft 

\_Exit Men 
P My brother wand'ring too fo late this way ! 

POLYDORS. 

Cap alio I 
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Castalio. 
My Polydore, how doft thou? 
How does our father ? is he well recovered ? 

POLYDORE. 

I left him happily repos'd to reft ; 
He'i ftill as gay a$ if his life were young. 
But how does fair Monimia? 

Castalio. 

Doubtlefs welL 
A cruel beauty, with her conqueft pleas'd. 
Is always joyful, and her mind in health. 

POLYDORS. 

Is fhe the fame Monimia ftill fhe was ? 
May we not hope fhe's made of mortal mould ? 
/ Castalio. 

She is not woman elfe : 
Tho' I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping 5 
We've in a barren defart ftray'd too long. 

POLYDORE. 

Yet may relief be unexpected founds 
And* Jove's fwcet manna cover all the field. 
Met ye to-day ? 

Castalio. 
No, fhe has ftill avoided me. 
Her brother too is jealous of her grown, 
And has been hinting fomething to my father.* 
I wifli I'd never meddled with the matter ; 
And would enjoin thee, Polydore^ — 
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PotTDOHE. 

To what ? 
Castalio. 
To leave this peeviA beauty to her felf. 

POLYDORE. 

What ! quit oiy love ? as foon I*d qntt my poft 
In fight, and like a coward run away. 
No, by my ftars, Til chafe her 'till (he yields 
To me, or meets her refcue in another. 

CAitALIO. 

Nay, ffae has beauty that might (hake the leagues 
Of mighty kings, and fet the world at odds : 
But I have wond'rous reafoos on my fide. 
That would perfuade thee, were they known. 

POLYDORB. 

Then fpeak 'em. 
What are they ? Came ye to her window here 
To learn 'em now f Cafla/h, have a care ; 
Ufe honeft dealmg wk;K your friend and brother. 
Believe me, I'm not with my love fo blinded. 
But can difcem your piirpofe to abofe me. 
Quife your pretences to her. 

Castalio* 

Grant I do ; 
Tou love capitulations, P^fyd^rr, 
And but upon conditions would oblige me. 

POLYDORI. 

You fay, you've reafoos. Why are they coaceal'd ? 
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Castalio. 
To-morrow I may tell you. 
It is a matter of fuch circumftancc, 
As I muft well confult ere I reveal : 
But, pr'ythee, ceafe to think I would abufe thee, 
Till more be known. 

POLYDORE. 

When yout Caflalh^ ceafe 
To meet Monimia unknown to me. 
And then deny it flavifhly, TU ceafe 
To think Caftalio f^uthlefs to his friend. 
Did I not fee you part this very moment? 

Castalio. 
It feems you've watch'd me then ? 

POLYDORB. 

I fcom the office* 
Castalio. 
Pr'ythee, avoid a thing thou may*ft repent, 

POLYDORE. 

That is, henceforward making leagues with you, 

Castalio, 
Nay, if y'are angry, Polydore^ good night. [£x/V. 

POLYDORE. 

Good-night, Caftalio^ if y'are in fuch haftc. 
He little thinks I've overheard th' appointment : 
But to his chamber*s gone to wait a while. 
Then come and take pofTeffion of my love^ 
This is the utmoft point of all my hopes, a 

Or now fhe muft or never can be mm&. 1 

I 
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Oh ! for a means now how to counterplot , 
And difappoint this happy elder brother. 
In every thing we do, or undertake. 
He foars above me, mount what height 1 C2n# 
And kecpft the ftart he got of me in birth« 
Cor deli ! 

Enifr P A G 6. 
PaOe. 
My lord! 

FOLYDORE. 

Come hither, hoj. 
Thou haft a pretty forward lying face> 
And may*ft in time exptt^ preftrmenf ; canft thou 
Pretend to fecrecy, cajole and flatter 
Thy mafter's follies, aad affift his pleafures ? 
Page. 
My lord, I could do any thing for you. 
And ever be ft Vfery faithful boy. 
Command, whate'er's your pleafure Til obfervc. 
Be it to run, or watch ; or to convey 
A letter to a beauteous lady's bofom ; 
At leaft I am not dull, and foon (hould leftra. 

POLYDOUE* 

'Tis pity then thou fhouldft not be employ*d» 
Co to my brother, he*s in's chamber now 
Undreding, £tnd preparing for his r^ft ; 
Find out fome means to keep him up a while t 
Tell him a pretty ftory that may pleafe 
His ear : invent a tale, no matter wh^t : 
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If he (hould afk of me^ tell him Tin gone 
To bed, and fent you there to know his pleafurc 
Whether he'll hunt to-morrow. Well faid, Palydorei 
Diflemble with thy brother ! that's one poflnt. 
But do not leave him 'till he's in his bed; 
Or if he chance to walk again this way, 
Follow and do not quite him, but feem fond 
To do him little offices of fervice. ."^'- 

Perhaps at lad it may ofiFend him ; then 
Retire, and wait 'till I come in. Away: 
Succeed in this, and be employ 'd again. 
Page* 
Poubt not, my lord ; he has been always kind 

To me ; would often fct me on his knee; 

Then gave me fweetmeats, call me pretty boy. 

And afk me what the maids talk'd of at nights. 
Poz«yDeRE. 
Run quickly then, and profpcrous be thy wifhes. 

[£'x/V Page. 

Here I'm alone and fit; for mifchief ; now 

To cheat this brother, will't be honeft that ? 

I heard the fign (he ord^r'd him to give. 

Oh for the art of Prafeus, but to change 

The hzppj Psijdfire to bleft Caftalh ! 

She's not fo well acquainted with him yet. 

But I <Xk^y St b^r arms as well as he. 

Then when I'm happily poffeft of more 

Tha?i feufe caa think, all loofen'd intojoy» 

To Uc*r my difappointed brother come» 

I 2 
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And give the unregarded fignal ; Oh ! 
What a malicious pleafure will that be ! 
Juft three foft ftrokes upon the chamber-door: 
But fpeak not the leaft word ; for if you (hould, 
'Tis furely heard, and we are both betray *d. 
How I adore a miftrefs that contrives 
With care to lay the bufinefs of her joys ! 
One that has wit to charm the very foul. 
And give a double relifh to delight ! 
Bleit Heav'ns ! afEft me but in this dear hour. 
And my kind ftars be but propitious now, 
Difpofe of me hereafter as you pleafe. 

Mommia! Monimia! {Gives the Jtgny 

\Maid at the 'window. ^ Who's there ? 

POLYDORB. 

'Tis I. 

Maid. 
My lord Cafta/io ? 

POLYDORE. 

The fame. 
How does my love, my dear Mommia P 

Maid. 

Oh! 
She wonders much at your unkind delay ; 
You've flaid fo long that each little noife 
The wind but makes, (he afks if you are coming. 

POLYDORE. 

Tell her I'm here, and let the door be opcn'd. ' '{ 

IMaid de/cefM^ 

■ ■ : 
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^ow boad, Caflalio^ triumph now and tell 
Thyfelf ftrange ftories of a promised blifs. 

\The door unbolts. 
It opens, hah ! what means my trembling flefli I 
Limbs, do your oflSce and fupport me well, 
Bear me to her, then fail me if you can. [^x/V. 

Enter CASTALIO and 2 hCK. 
Page. 
Indeed, my lord, 'twill be a lovely morning. 

Pray let us hunt. 

Castalio. 

Go, you're an idle pratler, 
I'll (lay at home to-morrow ; if your lord 
Thinks fit, he may command my hounds : go leave me, 
I mufl to bed. 

Page. 
ril wait upon your lordfbip. 
If you think fit, and fing you to repofe. 
Castalio. 
No, my kind boy, the night is too far wafted. 
My fenfes too are quite difrob'd of thought. 
And ready all with me to go to reft. 
Good- night : commend me to my brother. 
Page. 

Oh! 
You never heard the laft new fong I learned ; 
It is the fineft, prettieft fong indeed. 
Of my lord and my lady you know who. 
That were caught together, you know where. 



70 THE ORPHAN. 

My lord, indeed it is. 

Castalio. 
You muft be whipt, youngfter, if you get 

Such fongs as thofe are. 

What means this boy's impertinence to-night ? 
Pagb. 
Why, what muft 1 fmg, pray, my dear lord ? 

Castalio. 
Pfalms, dtildy pfalms. 

Page. 
Oh dear me ! boys that go to fchool learn pfalms, 
But pages, that are better bred, fing lampoons. 
Castalio. 
W^ell, leave me ; I am weary. 

Page. 
Oh ! but you promis'd roe lad time I told you what 
colour my lady Monimid's (lockings were of, and that 
ftie garter'd them above knee, that you would give 
me a little horfe to go a hunting upon, fo you did; 
I'll tell you no more ftwies, except you keep your 
word with me. 

Castalio. 
Well go, you triflcr, and to.morrow aik me. 

Page. 
Indeed, nay lord, I can't abide to leave you. 

Castalio. 
Why, wert thou inftrufted to attend me I 

Page. 
No, no» indeed, my lord» I was not : 
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lut I know what I know. 

Castalio. [mean? 

What dofl; thou know ! death ! what can all this 

Page. 
Oh ! I know who loves fome-body. 

Castalio. 
What's that to me, boy ? 

Pagi. 
Nay, and I know who loves yon too. 

Castalio* 
That's a wonder, pr'ythee tell it mc. 
Page. 

'Tis .'tis— —I know who*— 

But will you give me the horfe thenf 
Castalio. 
I willy my child. 

Page. 
It is my lady Monimia, look you ; but don't you 
tell her I told you, (he'll give me no more play* 
things then. I heard her fay fo as (he lay a-bed, man* 
Castalio. 
Talk'd (he of me when in her bed, Cordelia? 

Page. 
Yes, and I fung her the fong you made too ; 
And (he did fo (igh, and fo look with her eyes ; 
And her breafts did io lift up and down ; I could have 
found in my heart to have beat 'em, for they made 
me afham'd. 
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Castalio. 
Hark, What's that noife? 
Take this, be gone, and leave me. 
You knave, ydu little flatterer, get you gone. [jFx, Pa^ 

Surely it vras a noife. Hift only fancy. 

For all is hufh'd, as nature were rctir*d. 

And the perpetual motion (landing dill. 

So much (he from her work appears to ceafe ; 

And every warring element's at peace ; 

All the wild herds are in their coverts couch'd; 

The fiflies to their banks or ooze repaired. 

And to the murmurs of the waters fleep ; 

The feeling air's at rell, and feels no noiie. 

Except of fome foft breaths among the trees. 

Rocking the harmlefs birds that reft upon 'em. 

'Tis now that, guided by my love, I go 

To take poffeflion oiMonimsa's arms. 

Sure Polydore^s by this time gone to bed. 

At midnight thus the us'rer fteals untrack'd. 

To make a vifit to his hoarded gold. 

And feaftshis eyes upon the fhining mammon. [^Knoc 

She heairs me not, fure (he already fleeps. 

Her wifhes could not brook fo long delay. 

And her poor heart has beat itfelf to reft, [^knocksaga 

Monimia! my angel — hah — not yet — 

How long's the fofteft moment of delay 

To a heart impatient of its pangs like mine. 

In fight of eafe, and panting to the goal ? Knocks aga 

Once more 
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Maid. 
Who's there, 
That comes thus rudely to difturb our^eft ? 
Castalio; 
'Tis I. 

Maid, 
Who are you, what's your name ? 
Gastalio, 

Suppofe 
The lord Caflalio. 

Maid. 
I know yoil not. 
The lord Caftalio has no bufinefs here. 
Castalio; 
Hah I havd a care ; what can this mean ? 
Whoe'er thou art, I charge thee to Monsmia fly ; 
Tell her I'm here, and wait upon my doom.' 
Maid. 
Whoe'er ye arc, ye may repent this outrage. 
My lady muft not be difturb'd. Good.night ! 
Castalio. 
She muft, tell her {be (hall ; go, I'm in hafle, 
And bring her tidings frona the (late of love; 
They're all in confultation met together. 
How to reward my truth, and crown her vows. 
Maid. 
Sure the man's mad. 

Castalio. 
t . Or thismlXroaltexfifcfe''* 

K 
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Obey me, or by all the wf ongs I fuflfcr, 
I'll fcale the window, and come in by forcc^ 
Let the fad qcMsAquence be what it will. 
This creature'^s trifling foUy maiies me mad. 

MAlt). 

My lady's anfwer is, you may depart, 
She fays (he-knows yon : yon are Pohfdore^ 
Sent by Cajlalio^ as you were- to-day, 
T'aSrontaB4 do her violence again. 
Ca^talio. 
I'll not believe't. 

Maiet. 

You may, Sir. 

Caitalio. 

CuHes bbfli thee. 
Maid. 
Well, 'tH a fiae cool ev^mmg ; and I hope 
May cure the raging fever iq your blood. 
Good.]>i^»t» 

CASTAt«ie. 

And farewell all that's }uft in woman f 
This is contriv/d, a iludied trick t'abufe 
My eafy nature, and tprawAt my mihdj. 
Sure now fhe'as bQund mef^ft, and means to lord it 
To rein ts^ tkard* ajid ride ooe at her will, . 
Till by degrees ffae fhape me into fool 
For all her future ufes. Death aM tormenl! I 
'Tis. impudence to think iQy {bul will bear it. 
Oh,. I co9ld grew ev'tt wijd, and tear my haa* I . 
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'Tis well, Mommia^ that tliy empire's fhort; 
Let but to-morrow, but to-morrow come. 
And try if all thy arts appeafe my wrong; 
Till when, be this d^tefted place my bed> {Lies dwm. 
Where J will ruminate on woman's jlki 
Laugh at royfelf, and curfe th' inconftntit fes. 
fdA\}iXe£& MonimiaJ OhMonhnia! 

£»/^r ERNESTO. 

£rn)ssto. 
Either 

My fenfe has been deluded, or this way, 
I heard the found of ibrrow ; 'tis late at night. 
And none yrbo^t mind^s at ptace, would wander now* 
Ca«talio. 
Who's there ? 

Ernesto. 
Afri^M. 
Castalio. 

If thou ait fo, retire, 
A^d leave this pla^C) for I would be alone. 
Eancsto. 
Caftalio! My lord, why in this pofture, 

Stretch'd on the ground ? Your honed true old fetvaut* 
Your poor Ernejio cannot fee you thus ; 
Rife, I befeech you. 

Castalio. 

If thou art Ernejio^ 
As by ^y honefty thou feem'ft to be. 
Once leave me to my folly. 

K a 
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£rnbsto. 

I can't leave you. 
And not the reafon know of your diforders. 
Remember how when young I m my arms 
Have often bom you, pleas'd you in your pleafures, 
And fought an early (hare in your a£Fedlion. 
Po not difcard me now, but let me ierve you* 

Castaliq. 
Thou canft not ferve me, 

Ernesto. 
Why? 

Castalio. 

fiecauie my thoughts 
Are full of woman ; thou, poor wretch, arc paft 'em, 

Ernesto. 
I hate the fcx. 

Castalio. 
Then I'm thy friend, Ernejlo. \R'ifeSy 
rd leave the world for him that hates a woman. 
Woman, the fountain of all human frailty ! 
What mighty ills have not been done by woman ? 
Who was't betrayed the capitol ? A woman. 
Who loft Mark Antony the world? A woman. 
Who was the caufe of a long ten years war. 
And laid at laft old Troy in afhes ? Woman. 
Deftrudlive, damnable, deceitful woman ! 
Woman to man firft as a bleffing giv*n, 
When innocence and love were in their prime ; . 
Happy a while in Paradife they lay, 
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But quickly woman long'd to go aftray; 

Some foolifh new adventure needs mud prove. 

And the firfl devil fhe faw, Hie chang'd her love ; 

To his temptations lewdly fhe inclin'd 

Her foul, and for an apple damn'd mankind. Ex, 
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Enter A C A S T O folus. 

ACASTO. 

BLEST be the morning that has brought me health ; 
A happy reft has foften'd pain away. 
And ril forget it, though ray mind's not well. 
A heavy melancholy clogs my heart, 
I droop and figh, I know not why. Dark dreams, 
Sick fancy's children, have been over-bufy. 
And all the night play'd farces in my brains ; 
^Jethought I heard the raid-night raven cry ; 
Wak'd with th* imagin'd noife, my curtains fcem'd 
To ftart, and at my feet my fons appeared 
J-ike ghofts, all pale and ftiflF: I drove to fpeak, 

But could not : fuddenly the forms were lod. 

And (eem'd to vanifh in a bloody cloud : 

'Twas odd, and for the prefent fhookmy thoughts; 

But 'twas th' effeifl of my didemper'd blood ; 

^nd when the health's didurVd, tht Tdah^H '^wxc^i^l • 
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Enter POLYDORE. 
Good morning, Polydore. 

POLYpORE* 

Heav'n keep your lordfhip. 

ACASTO. 

Have you yet fecn C aft alio to-day ? 

POLYDORE. 

My lordy 'tis early day; he's hardly ^ifen. 

"^ ACASTO, 

G0| call hind up, and meet me in the chapeU 

[Sx// Polydon?. 
I cannot think all has gone well to-night ; 
For as I waking lay (and fure my fenfe 
Was then my own) methought I heard my fbn 
Qafialio% voice ; but it feem'd low and mournful. 
Under my window too I thought I heard it ; 
M' untoward fancy could not be deceiv'd 
In every thing; and I will fearch the truth out. 
Enter MONIMIA, and her U k\X>. 

Already up, Monimia! you rofe 
Thus early furely to out-fhine the day i 
Or was there any thing that croft your reft ? [fleep. 
They were naughty thoughts that could not let you 
Monimia. 

Whatever are my thoughts, my lord, I've learnt 
By your example to correal their ills, 
And morn, and evening, give up the account. 

ACASTO. 

Your pardon, fweetone, I upbraid you not ; 
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Or if I would, you are £b gopd I could not. ' 
Though I'm deceiv'd, or you're more fair to day ; 
For beauty's heightcn*d in your cheeks, and all^ 
Your charms feem up, ainl ready in your eye 

MONIMIA. 

The little fhafe 1 have's fo rcry mean. 
That it may eafily admit addition ; 
Though you, my lord, fhould moft of sill beware 
To give it too much praife, and make me proud. 

ACASTO. 

Proud of an old man's praifes! No, Monimia! 
But if my prayers can work thee any good. 
Thou (halt not want the largeQ (hare of 'cm: 
Heard yoU no noife to-night ? 
Monimia* 

Noife ! my good lord I 

ACASTO. 

Ay! about midnight. 

MdNIMIA. 

indeed* soy lord, I don't remember any. 

ACASTO.. 

You muft fure ! went you early to your reft \ 

MOHIMIA. 

About the wonted hour. Why this enquiry i ^Afidi. 

ACASTO. 

And went your maid to bed too ? 

Monimia. 
My lord, I guefs foj 
I've feldom known her difobey ttif ordtcs. 
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ACASTO. 

Sure Goblins then or Fairies haunt the dwelling^; 
ril have enquiry made through all the houfe^ 
But I'll find out the caufe of thefe diforders. 
Good-day to thee, Monimla-^VM to chapel. \Exit* 

MONIMIA. 

I'll but difpatch fome orders to my woman. 
And wait upon your lordfhip there. 
I fear the Prieft has play'd us falfe ; if fo. 
My poor Cafialio lofes all for me. . 
I wonder though, he made fuch hafte to leave me; 
Was't not unkind, Florella! furely 'twas! 
He fcarce affbrded one kind parting word. 
But went away fo cold : the kifs he gave me 
Seem'd the forc'd compliment of fated love. 
Would I had never marry'd ! 
Maid. 

Why? 

MONIMIA. 

Methinks 
The fcene's quite alter'd ; I am not the fame ; 
I've bound up for myfelf a weight of cares. 
And how the burden will be borne, none knows. 
A hufband may be jealous, rigid, falfe; 
And fhould Cajialio e'er prove fo to me ; 
So tender is my heart, fo nice my love, 
*Twould ruin and diftraft my reft for ever. ^ 
Maid. 
Madam, he's coming. ' 
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MONIMIA. 

Where, Florella? where? 
eturning ? to my chamber lead ; 
jt him there ; the myfteries of our love 
be kept private, as religious rites, 
he unhallow'd view of common eyes, 

{^Exeunt Mon. and Maid* 

Enter CAST ALIO. 

Castalio. 
I'd morning's come ! And now upon the plains 

ftant mountains, where they feed their flocks» 
ippy (hepherds leave their homely huts, 
Ith their pipes proclaim the new-born day. 
fty fwain comes with his well-fiU'd fcrip 
Ithful viands, which when hunger calls, 
luch content and appetite he eats, 
ow in the fields his daily toil, 
efs the grateful gleb, that yields him fruits, 
afts, that under the warm hedges flept, 
eather'd out the cold bleak night, are up, 
jking towards the neighboring paftures, raife 
^oicc, and bid their fellow brutes good-morrow, 
learful birds too, on the tops of trees, 
le all in quires, and with their notes 
md welcome up the rifing fun. 
s no condition fure fo curs'd as mine ; 
irry'd! 'Sdeath! I'mfped. How like a dog 
. Hercules t thus to a diftaff chain'd? 

\ia! oh Monimia I 

L 
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Enter MONIMIA, and MAID. 

MONIMIA. 

I come, 
I fly to my ador'd CaftaUo's arms. 
My wifti'd-for lord. May every mom begm 
Like this; and with our days our loves renew. 

Now I may hope you are fatisfy'd 

^Looking languijhingly on htm. 
Castalio. 
I am 
Well fatisfy'd, that thou art Oh — 

MONIMIA. 

What? fpeak: 
Art thou not wcU> Caftalio ? Ck)me, lean 
Upon my breaft^ and tell me where*s thy pam. 
Castalio, 
*Tis here ! 'tis in my head ; 'tis in my hearty 
'Tis every wliere ; it rages like a madncis ; 
And I moft wonder how my reafon holds ; 
Nay, wonder not, Monimia : the flave 
You thought you had fecur'd within my breaft^ 
Is grown a rebel, and has broke his chain. 
And now he walks there like a lord at large. 
Monimia. 
Am I not then your wife, your lov'd Monimia f 
1 once was fo, or I've moft ftrangely dream't. 
What ails my love ? 

Castalio. 

Whatc'cr thy dreams have bc«a» 
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Thy waking thoughts ne*cr meant Cajlalio well. 
No more, Moniviia^ of your fex's arts, 
They're ufelefs all : Tm not that pliant tooli 
That necefTary utenfil you*d make me, 
I know my charter better — I am man, 
Obftin^te man ; and will not be enflav'd. 

MONIMIA. 

You ftiajlnot fear't: indeed my nature's eafy, 
I'll ever live your moft obedient wife. 
Nor ever any privilege pretend 
Beyond your will ; for that Ihall be my law ; 
Indeed 1 will not. 

Castalio. 

Nay, you fhall not, madam; 
By yon bright heav'n, you (hall not; all the day 
I'll play the tyrant, and at night forfake thee ; 
Till by affli<aions and continued cares, 
I've worn thee to a homely houfliold drudge : 
Nay, if I've any too, thou (halt be made 
SubfervieQt to all my loofer pleafures. 
For thou haft lyrong'd Caftalio. 

MONIMIA. 

No more : 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my offence, 
I'll never quit you elfe ; but on thefe knees. 
Thus follow you all day, 'till -they're worn bare, 
And hang upon you like a drowning creator^, 
C aft alio 
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Castilio. 
Away; ]a(l night, laft night. 

MONIMIA. 

Ht was our wedding-night. 

Castalio. 

• No more, forget it, 

MONIMIA. 

Why ? Do you then repent ? 
Castalio. 

I do. 

MONIMIA. 

OhHcav*n! 
And will you leare me thus ? help, help, Fhrella, 

\He drags her to the door^ and breaks frem her. 
Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel man. 
Oh my heart breaks — I'm dying, Oh — ftand off; 
I'll not indulge this woman's weaknefs ; ftill 
Chaft, and fomented, let my heart fwell on. 
Till with its injuries it burft, and Ihake 
With the dire blow this prifon to the earth. 
Maid. 
What fad miflake iias been the caufe of this ? 

MONIMIA. 

Cajialio : Oh 1 how often has he fwore. 
Nature fhould change, the fun and ftars grow dark, 
Ere he would falfify his vows to me ! 
Makehafte, confufion, then: fun* lofe thy lights 
And ftars drop dead with forrow to the earth ; 
For my Cajialhh falfe. 
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Maid. 
Unhappy day ! 

MONIMIA. 

Falfe as the wind» the vrater, or the weather; 
Cruel as Tygers o'er their trembling prey ; 
I feel him in my breaft, he tears my heart. 
And at each figh he drinks the gufhing blood ; 
Mufl I be long in pain ? 

Enter CHAMONT. 

Chamont. 

in tears, Monimia! 

MONIMIA, 

Whoe'er thou art, , 
Leave me alone to my belov'd defpair. 
Chamont. 

Lift up thy eyes, and fee who comes to cheat thee. 
Tell me the (lory of thy wrongs, and then 
See if my foul has reft till thou haft juftice. 

MONXMIA. 

My brother! 

Chamont. 

Yes, Monimia, if thou think'ft 
That I deferve the name, I am thy brother. 
Monimia. 
Oh Caftalio! 

Chamont. 
Hah! 
Name me that name again ! my fouPs on fire 
Till I l^now all: there's meaning in that name« 



i 
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I know he is thy hufband : therefor truft me 
With all the following truth — • ^ 

MONIMIA. 

Indeed Chamontf 
There nothing in it but the fault of nature : 
I'm often thus feiz'd fuddenly with grief» 
I know not why. 

Chamont. 
You ufe me ilj, Mommiai 
And I might think with juftice moft fevcrcly 
Of this unfaithful dealing with your brother, 

MONIMIA. 

Truly I'm not to blame : fuppofe I'm fond. 
And grieve for what as much may pleafe another \ 
Should I upbraid the deareft friend on earth 
For the firft fault ? you would not do fo : would yQU ? 
Chamont. 

Not, if rd caufe to think it was a friend. 

MONIMIA. 

Why do you then call this unfaithful dealing ? 
I ne'er conceal'd my foul from you before : 
Bear with me now, and fearch my wounds no farther, 
for every probing pains me to the heart. 
Chamont. 

'Tis fign there's danger, and muft be prevented. 
Where's your newhufband ? Still that thought difturbs 
What ! only anfwer me with tears ? Caftalio! , [yoUi 
Nay, now they dream, 
Cruel unkind Cij/?^//(?/ b*t not fo ? 
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MONIMIA. 

f I cannot fpeak, grief flows fo fad upon me. 
It chokesy and will not let me tell the caufe. 
Chamont. 
Oh, my Monimiay to my foul thou'rt dearj 
As honour to my name : dear as the light 
To eyes but juft reftor'd, and healM of blindnefss 
Why wilt thou not repofe within my breaft 
The anguilh that torments thee ? 

MONIMIA. 

Oh 1 I dare not. 

Chamont. 

I have no friends but thee : we^muft confide 
In one another : two unhappy orphans, 
Alas, we are ; and when I fee thee grieve, 
Methinks it is a part of me that fuffers. 

MONIMIA. 

Oh fhouldft thou know the caufe of my lamenting, 
l*m fatisfy'd, Chamont^ that thou would*ft fcorn me j 
Thou would'ft defpife the abjeft loft Monimia ; 
No more wouId*ft praife this hated beauty ; but 
\Vhen in fome cell, diftrad^ed, as I (hall be. 
Thou fee'ft me lie ; thefe unregarded locks 
Matted like furies tretfes; my poor limbs 
Ghain'd to the ground, and 'dead of the delights 
"Which happy lovers tafte, my keeper's ftripes, 
A bed of ftraw, and a coarfe wooden difh 
Of wretched fuftenance; wheii thus thou feeft me. 
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Pr*ythee have charity and pity for mc. 
Let me enjoy this thought. 

Chamont. 
^ Why wilt thou rack 

My foul fo long, Monimia ? Eafc me quickly * 
Or thou wilt run me into madnefs firft. 
Monimia. 
Could you be fecret ? 

Chamont. 

Secret as the grave. 
Monimia. 
But when I've told you, will you keep your furj 
Within its bounds ? Will you not do fome rafli ' 
And horrid mifchief ? for indeed, Chamont^ 
You would not think how hardly Tve been us'd 
From a near friend ; from one that has my foul 
A flave, and therefor treats it like a tyrant. 
Chamont. 
I will be calm ; but has Cafialio wrong*d thee \ 
Has he already wafted all his love ? 
What has he done ? quickly; for I'm all tremblin 
With ezpedtation of a horrid tale. 
Monimia. 
Oh J could you think it ! 

, Chamont. 
What? 
Monimia. 

I fear he'll kill me. 
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CfiAMOMT. 

HahJ 

MONIMIA. 

Indeed I do ; he's ilrangely cruel to me, 
Whicb if ft lafts, Vm fare muft break my hearty 
Chhmont. 
What has he done ? 

MONIMIA. 

Moft barbaroufly us'd me : 
Nothing fo kind as he, when in my arms; 
In thoufand kiflcs, tender (ighs and joys. 
Not to be thought again, the night was wafted ; 
At dawn of day, he rofe, and left his conqueft. 
But when we met, and I with open arms 
Ran to embrace the lord of all my wishes, 
Oh then ! 

Chamont. 



Go on! 



MONIMIA. 

He threw me from his breaft. 



Like a detefted fin. 

Chamont. 
How? 

MONIMIA. 

As I hung too 
Upon his knees, and begg'd to know the caufe» 
He dragg'd me like a flare upon the earth> 
And had no pity on my cries. 
M 
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Chamont. 

How ! did he 
Dadi thee difdainfuUy away with fcom ! 

MONIMIA. 

He did ; and more I fear will ne'er be friends. 
Though! (lill love him with unbated paflion. 
Chamont. 
Whaty throw thee from him ! 

MONIMIA. 

Yes, indeed he did. 
Chamont. 
So may this arm 
Throw him to th' earth, like a dead dog defpis'dr 
Lamenefs and leprofy, blindnefs and lunacy, 
Poverty, fliame, pride, and the name of villain 
Light on me, if Caflalto^ I forgive thee. 

MONIMIA. 

Nay, now, Chamont^ art thou unkind as he is ? 
Didft thou not promife me thou wouldft be calm ? 
Keep my difgface tonceard ? why (houldft thou kill him? 
By all my love, this arm (hould dp him vengeance. 
Alas, I love him flill, and though I ne*er 
Clalp him again within thefe longing arms. 
Yet blefs him, biefs him (Gods) where-e'er he goes. 
Enter A C A S T O. 

ACASTO. 

Sure fome ill fate is tow'rds me; in my houfe t.^ 
I only meet with oddnefs and diforder; 
Each vafTal has a wild diftra<5led face ; 



I 
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-And looks as fulJ of bufmcfs as a blockhead 
In times of danger: juft this very moment 
I met Cafialio too 



Chamont. 
Then you met a viilaio. 

ACASTO. 



Hah! 



Chamon^t. 
Yesy a villain. 

ACASTO. 

Have a care, young foldier, 
How thou'rt too bufy with AcaJio\ fame ; 
I have a fword, my arm's good old acquaintance. 

Villain to thee 

Chamont. 
Curfe on thy fcandalous age. 
Which hinders me to rufh upon thy throat, 
And tear the root up of that curfed bramble ! 
Acasto. 
Ungrateful ruffian J fure my good old friend 
Was ne*er thy father : nothing of him's in thee : 
What have I done in my unhappy age. 
To be thus us'd ? I fcorn to upbraid tjiee, boy, 

But I could put thee in remembrance r 

Chamont. 

Do, 
Acasto. 



I fcorn it 



Chamont. 
No, ril calmly hear the (ILon^ %t 

2 :- '■ 
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For I would fain know all, to fee which fcak 
Weighs moft — Hah, is not that good old Jcafto? 
What have I done ? Can you forgive this foUy ? 

ACASTO. 

Why, doft thou afk it ? 

Chamont. 
'Twas the rude o'erflowing 
Of too much paffion ; pray , my lord, forgive me. ^kneels, 

ACASTO, 

Mock me not. Youth ; I can revenge a wrong. 

Chamont. 
I know it well ; but for this thought of mine. 
Pity a mad-man*s frenzy and forget it, 
Acasto. 
I will; but henceforth, pr'ythee be more kind. 

{^Raifes him. 
Whence come the caufe ? 

Chamont. 
Indeed I've been to blame, 
But ril learii better; for you've been my father: 
You've been her father too— [Taket Moil, by the hand, 

ACASTO. 

Forbear the Prologue 

And let me know the fubftance of thy tale. 
Chamont, 

You took her up a little tender flower, 
Juft fproutcd on a bank, which the next froft 
Had nipt: and with a careful loving hand, 
Tranfplanted her into your own fair garden. 
Where the fun always (hine : there long (he flourifli% 



J 



\ 

THE ORPHTAN. 93 

Grew fweet to fenfe, and lovely to the eye, 
'Till at the laft a croel fpoiler came» 
Cropt this fair rofe, and rifled all its fweetnefs. 
Then caft it like a lothfome weed away. 

ACASTO. 

You talk to me in parables; Chamont^ 
YoQ may have known that I'm no wordy man ; 
Fine fpeeches are the mftnimenu of knaves 
Or fools, that ufe 'em when they want good fenfe; 
But honefty 

Needs no difguife nor ornament; be plain. 
Chamont. 

Your fon 

AcASTO, 

I've two, and both I hope have honour, 
Chamont. 
I hope fo too—but 

ACASTO. 

Speak. 
CHAMomr. 

I muft inform you» 
Once more, Cajlalio 

ACASTO. 

Still, Cafialto? 
Chamont. 

Yes, 
Your fon Cajlalio has wrong'd Monimia. \ 

ACASTO. 

Hah! wrong'd her? 
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Chamont. 
Marry^d hcF. 

ACASTO. 

Vm forry fbr*t, 
Chamont. 
Why forry ? 

liy yon blcft heav'n, there's not a k 
But might be proud to take her to bis heart. 

ACASTO. 

ril not deny't. 

Chamont. 
You dare not, by the gods, 
You dare not; all your family, combin'4 
** In one damn'd fal(hood to out-do Cafia/io, 
Dare x^ot: deny't. 

ACASTO. 

How has Caftalio wrong'd her ? 
Chamont. 
Afk that of him : I fay, my filler's wrong'd : 
Mommia^ my fifter, born as high 

And nobje as CqftfiUo Do her juftice. 

Or by the gods, I'll lay a fcene of blood. 
Shall make this dwelling horrible to nature. 
I'll do't; hark you, my lord, your fon Caftalio, 
Take him to your clofet, and there teach him manne 
Acasto. 
You fliall have jnftice. 

Chamont. 

Nay — I will have juftice, 
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Who'll ileep in fafety that has done me wrong ? 
My lord, I*J1 not difturb you to repeat 
The caufe of this ; I beg you (to preferve 
Your houfc's honour) a(k it oiC^Jia/h. 

ACASTOrf 

I will. 

Chamont. 

•Till then farewell — [£x//* 

ACASTO. 

Farewell, proud boy, 
Moitimta» 

MONIMIA« 

My lord. 

ACASTO. 

You are my daughter. 

MONIMIA. 

I am, my lord, if you'll vouchfafe to own me. 

ACASTO^ 

When you'll complain to me, I'll prove a father [£x. 

MONIMIA. 

Now I'm undone for ever : who on earth 
Is there fo wretched as Momma P 
Firft by Cajlalio cruelly forfaken ; 
Pve loft Acafto now : his parting frowns 
May well inftru(El me, rage is in his heart; 
I fhall be next abandon'd to my fortune, 
Thruft out a naked wandVer to the world. 
And branded for the mifchievous Monitnia, 
What will become of me ? My cruel brother 
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Is frammg mtfdiieff too, for ought I know, 

That may prodoce bloodlhed, and horrid murder: X^ 

1 would not be the caufe of cme man's death. 

To reign the Emprefs of the earth; nay, more, 

Vd rather Jofe for ever my Caftalio^ 

My dear unkind Caftalio. 

Enter PO LTD ORE. 

POLYDORE. 

Monlmia weeping ! 
So iifiorning dews on new-blown rofcs lodge, 
By the fun's amorous heat to be ezhaPd. 
I come, my love, to kifs all forrowfrom thee. 
What mean thefe fighs ? and why thus beats thy heart \ 
MotriMiA. 
Let me alone to forrow : 'tis a caufe 
None e'er (hall know: but it ihall with me die. 

POLYDORB. 

Happy, Monimia^ he to whom thefe Hghs, 
Thefe tears, and all thefe ianguifhings are paid ! 
I am no (Iranger to yoor deareft fecret ; 
I know your heart was never meant for me. 
That jewel's for an elder brother's price, \ 

MONIMIA. 

My lord ! 

POLYDORB. 

Nay, wonder not; laft night I heard 
His oaths, your vows, and to my torment faw 
Your wild embraces : heard the appobtment madei 
I did, Mommiay and I curft the found. 
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\vilt then be fwom, my lore ? will thoQ be ne'er 
Unkind agam? 

MOHIMIJL* 

Banifli fucb fruitlefs hopes I 
Have yoii fworn conftancy |p my ondooig i 
Will you be ne'er my friend again ? 

POLTDO&S. 

what means^ my love ? 

MOMIMIA, 

Aw^y; what meant my lord 
Laft night? 

POLTDOtte. 

Is that a q^eftion now to be demanded? 
i hope Monimia was not mnch difpleas'd. 

MOMIMIA. 

Was It well done to treat me like a proftitute^ 
T'ailaalt my lodging at the dead of night» 
And threaten me, if I deny'd admittance :— — 
You laid yon were Caftalio 

POLYOOai* 

By th<^ eyes 
idwas the famt ; I fpent my time much better $ 
I tell thee, iU-natur'd fair one, 1 was pofted 
To more advantage on a* pleafant hill 
Of fpringing joy^ and everlafting fweetncfi. 
Monimia. 
Hah— -have a care — 

POLYDORB. 

Where is the danger near me f 
N 
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MONIMIA. 

I fear f ou're on a rock will wreck your quiet,' 
And drown your foul in wretchednefs for ever; 
A thotSifand horrid thoughts crowd on my mtmorfi 
Will you be kind» and anfwer me one qneftion ? 

POLYDORB. 

rd truft thee with my life ; on thofe foft breads 
Breathe out the choiceft fecrets of my heart ; 
'Till I had nothing in it left but love. 

MONIMIA. 

Nay, ril conjure you by the gods and angels^ 
By the honour of your name, that's mo(^ concem*d, 
To tell md, Polydorct and tell me truly. 
Where did you reft laft night ? 
PouYDoas, 

Within thy arms 
I triumph'd : reft had been my foe. 

MONIMfA. 

'Tisdone— — ^Sbefainh* 

POLYDOai. 

She faints! No help I who waits? a curfe 
Upon my vanity, that could not keep 
The fecret of my happinefs in filence. 
Confufion ! we fliall be furpriz'd anon. 
And confequently all muft be betray'd, 
Monimia! ihe breathes — Monlmial 

MONIMIA. 

WeU^ . 

Let mifcbicfs multiply l* let ^Ntry \iq»u£ 
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loath 'd life yield me increafe of horror ! 
the fun to thefe unhappy eyes 
bine again, but be eclips'd for ever} 
7trj thing I look on fccm a prodigy, 

my foul with terrors, 'till I quite 

I ever bad humanity, 
row a cnrfer of the worlds of nature { 

POLYDORE, 

at means all this ^ 

MONIMIA. 

Oh, Polydore, if all 
iendihip e'er you vow'd to good Caftali^ 
a falfliood, if you ever lov'd 
»rother, you've undone yourfclf and me, 

PolydOrb. 
ich way csm ruin reach the man that's richy 
n, in poffeflion of my fweetnefs ? 

MONIMIA. 

I'm his wife. 

POLYDORB. 

what fays Monimial hah ! 
Lhat again. 

MONIMIA. 

I am Caftalio^ wife. 

POLYDORE. 

marry'd, wedded wife ? 

MONIMIA. 

Yefterday's fui\ 
perform'd. 
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POLYDORE. 

And then have I cnJoy*di 
My brother's wife ? 

MONIMIA, 

As Aire as we both 
Muft tafte of mifery, that guilt is thine. 

POLYDORE. 

Muft wc be miferable then ? 

MONIMIA. 

Oh! 

POLYDORE. 

Oh I thou may'ft yet be happy ? 

MONIMIA. 

Could'ft thou be 
Hs^py with fuch a weight upon thy foul i 

POLYDORB. 

It may be yet a fecret: I'll go try 
To reconcile and bring Caftalio to thee, 
"Whilft from the world I take myfelf away. 
And waft my life in penance for my (In. 

MONIM^IA. 

Then thou would'ft more undo me : heap a loa4 
Of added fins upon my wretched head : 
Would'ft thou again have me betray thy brother, 
And bring pollution to his arms I curft thought ! 
Pb when (hall I be mad indeed ! 

POLYDORE. 

Nay then 
l4%%m cmbracei and from this very moment 
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Vow an eternal mifery together. 

MONIMIA. 

And wilt thou be a very faithful wretch ? 
Never grow fond of chearful peace a^ain ? 
Wilt thou with me ftudy to be unhappy. 
And find out ways how to encreafe affliaion ? 

POLYDORE. 

We'll inftitute new arts unknown before, 
p To vary plagues, and make them look like new one^. 
Firft, if thefruitofourdcteftedjoy, 
A child be born, it (hall be murder'd 

* MONZMIA. 

r No, 

f FOtYDORfi. 

f Why ? 

MOMIMIA. 

To become a thing 
f More wretched than its parents, to be branded 
I With all our infamy, and curfe its birth. 

; POLYBORS. 

I That's well contriv'd ; then thus let's go together! 

i Full of our guilt, drflraded where to roam, 
i Like the firft wretched pair expcU'd their paradife. 
[ Let's find fome place where adders neft m winter^ 

[ JLoathfome and venomous : where poifons hang 

I Like gums againft the walls ; where witches meet 

By night, and feed upon fome pamper'd Imp, 

\ . Fat with the blood of babes : there we'll inhabit, 

' ^ud live up to the height of defperation; 
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Defirc (hall languifli like a withering flower. 
And no diftindion of the fex be thought of. 
Horrors (hall fright me from thofe pleating harms, 
And ril no more be caught with beauty's charms, 
Put when Vm dying take me in thy arms. [£x. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

CASTALIO fyhg on the ground. 

SONG. 
I. 

COME, ally e youth, ^hofe hearts i^er hied 
By cruel beauty^ s pride. 
Bring each a garland on his head. 

Let none his for rows hide : 
But hand in hand around me move. 
Singing the faddefi tales of love ; . 

And fee tuhen your complaints ye join. 

If all your lurongs can equal mine, 
II. 
The happiefi mortal once luas I, 

My heart noforronvs kne<iv. 
Pity the pain nvith nuhich I die. 

But ajk not whence it grew. 
Yet if a tempting Fair you find 
thafs very lovely, very kind,^ 

Tho* bright as Heav'n, whofeflamp fhe heart 

Think of my fate, andjhun her fnares. 



THEORPHAN. xoj 

Castalio. 
See where the Deer trot dfter one another, 
Male, female, father, daughter, mother, Ton, 
Brother and fifter, mingled all together ; 
No difcontent they know, but in delightful 
AVildnefs and freedom, pleafant fprings, fre(h herbage. 
Calm harbours, lufly healrh and innocence. 
Enjoy their portion; if they fee a mani 
How will they turn together all, and gaze 
Upon the monfter — 
Once in a feafon too they tafte of love j 
Only the beaft of reafon is its flave. 
And in that folly drudges all the year. 
Enter A G A S T O. 

ACASTO. 

Caftalio! C aft alio I 

Castalio. 
Who's there fo wretched but to name Cajlalio ? , 

ACASTO* 

I hope my meffage may fucceed. 

CASTALtO. 

My father, 
»Tis joy to fee you, though where forrow's nourifhM. 

ACASTO. 

l*m come in beauty's caufe ; you'll guefs the rcft» 
Castalio. 

A woman ! if yon love my peace of mind, 
Name not a woman to me : but to think 
Ofwomm were enough to taiut my\itiu»> 
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Till they ferment to xhadndTs I Oh ! my father; 
AcAsto. 
What ails my boy ? 

Castalio. 
A woman is the thing 
I would forget, and blot from my remembrance. 
AcaIsto. 
Forget Monimia ! 

Castalio. 

She too chufe : Monimia 
The very fouhd'is ungrateful to my fenfe. 

ACASTO. 

Thismightfeemftrange;butyourvefoundwillhide 
Vbur heart from me ; you dare not truft your fathefi 
Castalio. 
No more Monimia. 

ACAStO. 

Is (he not ydur wife ? 
Castalio. 
So much the worfe : who loves to hear of wife ! 
When you would give all worldly plagues a name 
Worfe than they have already, call 'em wife: 
But a new- married wife's a feeming mifchief. 
Full of herfelf: why, what a deal of horfor 
Has that poor wretch to come, that wedded yi^fierdaj 1 
Acasto. 
CaftaliOi you imuft go along with mci 
And fee Monimia. 
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Cast ALIO. 
Sure, my lord but mocks me : 
• Monimia! Pray, my lord, exciife me; 
cave tbe condudt of this part of life 
y own c&oice. 

ACASTO, 

I fay, no mot^ difpute. 
laints are iftade to irte, that yOti have wrttng'd her, 

Ca^talio. 
lie hsts complained ? 

Acasto. 
p brother to my fete proclaim *d her wrong'd ; 
in fuch terms they've warmed me. 

Ca^talio. 
latterms ? her brother ! HfeaV'n ! Where learrit (he 
, clbes (he fend her hero with defiance ? [that I 
irft not ibre aflPirotit yon ? 
Acasto. 

Ndy not much» 

Castalio. 

Speak, whatfaldhe? 

Acasto. 

IHdt thou wert a villain; 
cflb I ^6ii\A nbt have the6 thcftrght a villain. 

Ca^ttalio. 
m€ dot t^ ill manner*d btiite 5 * yoiir age lecdr'd 
rft not die Mve faid fo. [hiin, 

6 
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ACASTO, 

By tDj fword, 
I would not fee thee wrong'd, and bear it vilely : 
Though I have pa ft my word (he (hall have juftice. 
Castalio. 
Juftice ! to give her juftice wou'd undo her : 
Think you this folitude I now have chofcn, 
Left joys juft opening to my fenie, fought here 
A place to curfe my fate in, meafur*d out 
My ^dvt at length, wifh'd to have grown one pIcc 
AVith this cold clay, and all without a caufe ? 

Enter CHAMONT. 
Chamont. 
Where is the hero famous and renown'd 
For wronging innocence, and breaking vows ; 
Whofe mighty fpirit, and whofe ftubborn heart. 
No woman can appeafe, nor man provoke ? 

ACASTO, 

I guefs, Chamont, you come to feek Caftalio, 

Chamont. 
I come to feek the hufband of Monimia* 

Castalio. 
The flave is here, 

Chamont. 
1 thought ere now to have found you 
Atoning for the ills you've done Chamont : 
For you have wrong'd the dearcft part of him. 
Monsmia, young lord, weeps in this heart ; 
And ^ the tears thy in\v\t\w \ia.N^ to.\?u 
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her poor eyes are drops of blood from hence. 

Castalio, 
m you're Chamont ? 

Chamont. 

Yes, and 1 hope no ftranger 
cat Caflal'io. 

Castalio, 
I've heard of fuch a man 
has been very bufy with my honour : 
Vm much indebted to you. Sir, 
lere return the villain back again 
bnt me by my father. 

Chamont, 
Thus Til thank you. [^Dra^ws. 

ACASTO. 

this good fword, who firfl: prefumes to violence 

[^Dranvs and interpofes* 

; me his foe — Young man, it once was thought, 

[To Caftalio. 
fit guardian of my houfe*s honour, 

rou might truft your ftiare with me For you 

[To Chamont, 
g foldier, I muft tell you, you have wrong'd me : 
nis'd you to do Monhriia right ; 
bought my word'a pledge, I would not forfeit: 
ou, I find, would fright us to performance, 

Castalio. 
, in my younger years with care you taught me, 
brave revenge was due to injur'd honour ; 
O 2 
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Oppofe BOt then thejuftice of my fword, 
Left 70U fhould make mc jealous of your love. 
Chamont. 
Into thy father's arms tbou fly'ft for fafety, 
Becaufe thou know'ft the place is fan^aify'd. 
With the remembrance of an ancient friendfliip, 
Castalio. 
I am a Tillain if I will not feek thee« 
Till I may b^ rcreng d for all the wrcMgs 
Done me by that ungrateful Fair thou plead'ft for. 
Chamont. 
She wrong'd thee ! by the fury in my hearty . 
Thy father's honour's not ai>pve Monimia's ; 
Nor was thy mother's truth and virtue fairer* 

ACASTO. 

Bpy, don't difturbthe albes of the dead 
With thy capricious follies : the remembrance 
Of the lov'd creature, that once fill'd thefe arnpis— 
Chamont, 
Has not been wrong'd. 

Castalio* 

It (hall not. 
Chamont, 

No, norfhaQ 
Monimia, though a helplefs orphan, deftitutc 
Of friends and fortune, though th' unhappy fifter 
Of poor Chamont t whofe fwprd is all his portion^ 
B'oppreft by thee, thou proud imperious trs^^. 
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CA8TALI0« 

Hah ! let me free. 

Chamont. 

Come both. 

Enter S E R I N A. 

Sbrina. 

Alas! alas! 

The camfe of tj^efe diibrders ; 017 Chamont I 
Who is't has wrottg'd thee ? 

Gastajuio. 
Now where art tkou fled 
For fhelter ? 

Chamont. 
Come from thine, and j(ee what &feguatdi 
Shall then betray my fears* 

Sbrina. 
Cri^el Ca/i^/h, 
Sheathe up thy angry fword, and don't affinght mc ; 
Chamont^ let once Senna calm thy breaft; 
If any of my friends have done the^ injuries, 
I'll be reveng'd, and love thee better fbr'tu 
Castalio. 
Sir, if you'd have me think you did not take 
This opportunity to fhew your vanity, 
Let's meet im^. other time, when by ourfelves 
"We fairly may difpute our wrongs together. 
Chamont. 
Till then, I am Cajialio's friend. 
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Castalio. 

Serina^ 
Farewel, I wifh much happlnefs attend you, 
Serina. 
Chamont*^ the deared thing I have on earth ; 
Give me Chamont^ and let the world forfake me. 
Chamont. 
Witnefs the gods, how happy I*m in thee ! 
No beauteous bloffom of the fragrant fpring, 
Though the fair child of nature newly bom. 
Can be fo lovely. Angry, unkind Cajialio^ 
Suppofe I Hiould awhiU lay by my paflions, 
And be a beggar in Monimia\ caufe 
Might f be heard \ 

Castalio. 

Sir, 'twas my laft requeft. 
You wou'd (though you I find will not) be fatisfy'd : 
So in a word, Monimia is my fcorn ; 
She bafely fent you here to try my fears; 
That was your bufinefs. 
No artful proftitute, in falihoods pra^lis'd 
To make advantage of her coxcomb's follies, 
Could have done more — Difquiet vex her for't. 
Chamont. 
Farewel. [£x. Cham, and Sei 

Castalio. 
Farewel — My father, you feem troubled. 

ACASTO. 

Would I'd been abfent when this boift*rous Brave 
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difturb thee thus ; I'm griev'd I hinder'd 

: refentment But Monimia 

* Castalio. 

Damn her, 

ACASTO 

curfe her. 

Castalio- 
Did 1 ? 

ACASTO. 

Yes. 
Castalio. 

Tm forry for't. 

ACASTO. 

nks; as if I guefs the fault's but finally 
: be pardon'd, 

Castalio. 
No. 

ACASTO. 

Go fee her. 
Castalio. 

No. 

ACASTO. 

id and bring her hither. 
Castalio. 

No. 

ACASTO. 

For my fake, 
and the quiet of my age. | 
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Castalio. 
Why will jfou urge a thing my/iature ftartsat? 

ACAStO, 

Pr'ythce forgive her. 

Castalio. 

Light'nings firft (hall blaft me. 
I tell you, were fhe proftrate at my feet. 
Full of her fez's befl difTembled forrows. 
And all that wond'rous beauty of her own, 
My heart might break, but it (hould never foften, 

Enter FLORELLA. 

Florella. 
My lord, where are you ? Oh Caftalio I 
ACASTO4 

Hark< 
Cabtax/io« 
What's that \ 

Florella. 
Oh fhew me quickly, where's Caftalio I 

CASTAt/IO. 

Why, what's the bufmefs ? 

FlOREX/LA. 

Oh the poor M^iHidl 

CASTAblO. 

Hah! 

ACASTO* 

Whftt*! the matter ? 

Hurry'd by defpair. 



T H E O R P H A N. IIJ 

She flies with fury over all the houfe, 
Through every room of each apartment, crying, 
Where's my Caftalio? give me my Caftalio. 
Except {he fees you, fure fhe'll grow diftradled. 
Castalio, 
Hah ! will (he ? does (he name Cajlalto? 
And with fuch tendernefs ? Condu6l me quickly 
To the poor lovely Mourner, Oh my father i 

ACASTO. 

Then wilt thou go ? Bleffings attend thy purpofc. 
Castalio. 

I cannot hear Mommia*s foul in fadnefs. 
And be a man ; my heart will not forget her. 
But do not tell the world you faw this of me. 

ACA^TO. 

Delay not then, but hade and chear thy love. 
Castalio. 

Oh I will throw m' impatient arms about her ! 
In her foft bofom figh my foul to peace. 
Till through the panting breaft (he finds the way 
To mould my heart, and make it what (he will. 
Monimia! Oh! [£x. Acaft. Gaft. 

Enter MONIMIA, 

Monimia. 
Stand oflF, and give me room, 
I will not reft till I have found Cafialio^ 
My wifhcs lord, comely as rifing day, 
Amid(l ten thoufand eminently known. 
Flowers fpring up where-e*er he treads^ his eyes, 
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Fountains of brightnefs, chearing all about bim ! 

When will they (bine on me ? Oh ftay my foul 5 

I cannot die in peace till 1 have feen him. 

CASTALIO re-enters. 

Castalio. 
Who talks of dying with a voice fo fweet, 

That life's in love with't ? 

MONIMIA. 

Hark ! 'tis he that anfwers. 
So in a camp, though at the dead of night. 
If but tbe trumpet's chearful noife is heard. 
All at the (ignal leap from downy reft. 
And every heart awakes, as mine does. now. 
Where art thou I 

Castalio. 

Here, my love. 

MONIMIA* 

No nearer, left I vanifti* 
Castalio. 
Have I been in a dream then all this while I 
And art thou but the fhadow of Monimia ! 
Why doft thou fly me thus ? 

Monimia. 
Oh ! were it poffible that we could drown 
In dark oblivion but a few paft hours. 
We might be happy. 

Castalio. 
Is't then fo hard, Mommia^ to forgive 
A faulty where humble love, like mine^ implores the 
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For I muft love thee, though it prove my ruin. 

Which way fhall 1 court thee ? 

What (haU I do to be enough thy flave, 

And fatisfy the lovely pride that's in thee. 

I'll kneel to thee, and weep a flood before thee ? 

Yet pr'ythee, tyrant, break not quite my heart ; 

But when my tafk of penitence is done. 

Beat it again, and comfort me with love. 

MONIMIA. 

If I am dumb, Cafialio^ and want words. 
To pay thee back this mighty tendernefs ; 
It is becaufe I look on thee with horror. 
And cannot fee the man I fo have wrong'd. 
Castaljo. 

Thou haft not wrong'd me. 

MONIMIA. 

Ah ! alas, thou talk'ft 
Juft as thy poor heart thinks ; have not I wrong'd thee ? 
Castalio, 
No. 

MONIMIA. 

Still thou wander'ft in the dark, Caftalio: 
But wilt ere long ftumble on horrid danger. 
Castalio. 
What means my love ! ^ 

MONIMIA. 

Couldtt thou but forgive mc 8 
Castalio. 
What! 

P 2 
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MoNlMIA* 

For my fault laft night ; alas, thou canft not, 

Castalio, 
I can, and do. 

MONIMIA. 

Thus crawling on the earth 
Would I that pardon meet; the only thing 
Can make me view the face of Heay'n with hOpe« 
Castalio. 
Then let's draw near, 

MONIMIA. 

Ah me ! 
Castalio. 

So in the fields; 
When the deftroyer has been out for prey. 
The fcatter'd lovers of the feathered kind. 
Seeking when danger's pa(l to meet again. 
Make moan, and call, by fuch degrees approach ; 
Till joining thus, they biU, and fpread their wings^ 
Murmuring love, and joy, their fears are over, 

MONIMIA. 

Yet have a care, be not too fond of peace. 
Left in purfuance of the goodly quarry. 
Thou meet a difappointment that diftracfls thee. 
Castalio. 

My better angel, then do thou inform me. 
What danger threatens me, and where it lies : 
Why didft thou (pr'ythcc fmile and tell me why) 
When I ftood waiting underneath tie windaw^ 
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QpalciDg with fierce and violent defires; 
The drooping dews fell cold upon my head, 
Darknefs enclosM, and the winds whiftled round me; 
Which with my mournful fighs made fuch fad mufic 
As might have mov'd the hardeft heart; why wcrt thou 
I>eaf to my cries, and fenfelefs of my pains ? 

MONIMIA. 

Did I not beg thee to forbear enquiry ? 
Read'ft thou not fomething in my face that fpealcs 
Wonderful change, and horror from within me ? 
Castalio, 

Then there is fomething yet which Ive not known ; 
What doft thou mean by horror and forbearance 
Of more enquiry ? Tell me, 1 beg thee, tell me : 
And don't betray me to a fecond madnefs, 

MONIMIA. 

Muft I ? 

Castalio. 
If labouring in the pangs of death. 
Thou wouldft do any thing to give me eafe ; 
Unfold this riddle ere my thoughts grow wild. 
And fet in fears of ugly form upon me. 

MONIMIA. 

My heart won't let me fpeak it ; but remember, 
Monimia, poor Monimia, tells you this. 

We ne'er muft meet again 

Castalio, 

What means my deftiny ? 
For all my good or evil fate dwells in thee : 
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Ne'er meet again ! 

MONIMIA. 

No, never. 

'Castalio. 

Where's the pow'r 
On earth, that dares look like thee, and fay fo? 
Thou art my heart's inheritance, I ferv'd 
A long and painful, faithful flavery for thee : 
And who fhall rob me of the dear-bought blefllng ? 

MONIMIA. 

Time will clear all, but now let this content you. 
Heav'n has decreed, and therefor iVe refolv'4,. 
(With torment I muft tell it thee, Caftalio) 
Ever to be a ftranger to thy love ; 
In fome far diftant country wafte my life. 
And from this day to fee thy face no more. 
Castalio. 

Where am I ? fure 1 wander 'midft enchantment, 
And never more fhall find the way to reft : 
But, oh Monimia ! art thou indeed refolv'd, 
To puniih me with everlafting abfence ? 
Why tum'ft thou from me ? Tm alone already ; 
Methinkjs I ftand upon a naked beach. 
Sighing to winds, and to the feas complaining, 
Whilft afar oflf the veflel fails away. 
Where all the treafure of my foul's embark'd ; 
Wilt thou not turn — Oh could thofe eyes but fpeak, 
I (hould know all, for love is pregnant in 'em; 
They fwell, they prefs their beams upon me ftill : 
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tViIt thou not fpeak ? if we muft part for ever, 
Give me but one kind word to think upon, 
And pleafe my felf withal, whilft my heart's breaking. 

MONIMIA. « 

Ah poor Cafialio ! \E%it Monimia. 

Castalio. 

Pity, by the Gods, 
She pities me ; then thou wilt go eternally ? 
What means all this ? Why all this ftir to plague 
A fingle wretch ? If but your word can (hake 
This world to atoms, why fo much ado 
With me ? think me but dead, and lay me fo. 

Enter POLYDORE. 

POLYDORB. 

To live, and live a torment to myfelf, 
What dog would bear't, that knew but his condition ? 
We've little knowlcgc, and that makes us cowards, 
Becaufe it cannot tell us what's to come. 
Castalio. 

Who's there ? 

POLYDORE. 

Why, what art thou ? 
Castalio. 

My brother Polydore ? 

POLYDORE. 

My name is Polj/dore, 

Castalio. 

Can*ft thou inform me—, 
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POLYDO&E, 

Of what? 

Castalio. 
0£mjMonimfa? 

POLYDORE. 

No. Good-day. 
Castalio, 

Inhaftc? 
Methinks my Polydore appears in fadnefs. 

POLYDORE. 

Indeed, and fo to me does my Caftalio. 

Castalio. 
Do I? 

Polydore. 
* Thou doft. 

Castalio. 

Alas, I've wond'rous rcafon; 
Tm ftrangely altered, brother, fince 1 faw thee. 
Polydore. 
Why ? 

Castalio. 
Oh I to tell thee, would but put thy he^i 
To pain ; let me embrace thee but a little. 
And weep upon thy neck; I would repofe 
Within thy friendly bofom all my follies. 
For thou wilt pardon 'em, becaufe theyVe mine. 
Polydore. 
Be not too credulous, confider firft. 
Friends may be falfe. Is there no friendfiiip faUc? 
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Castalio. 
V/hf doft thou a{k me that ? does this appear 
Like a falfe friend{hip> when with open arms 
And ftreaming eyes, I run upon thy breaft ? 
Oh 'tis in thee alone I mud have comfort. 

POLYDORE. 

I fear Cajialio, 1 have none to give thee* 

Castalio, 
Doft thou not love me then ? 

POLYDORE, 

Oh, more than life : 
I never had a thought of my Cajialio 
Might wrong the friendlhip we had vow'd together. 
Haft thou dealt fo by me ? 

Castalio. 
I hope I have. 

POLYDORE. 

Then tell me why this mourning, this difbrder \ 
Castalio. 

Oh, Polydore^ I know not how to tell thee; 
Shame rifes in my face, and interrupts 
The ftory of my tongue. 

POLYDORB. 

I grieve, my friend 
Knows any thing which he*s afham'd to tell me ; 
Or didft thou e'er conceal thy thoughts from Poly dor? 
Castalio. 
Oh, much too oft; but let me here conjure thee. 
By all the kind affedion of a brother* 
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(For I'm afham'd to call myrdf thy friend) 
Forgive mc, 

POI.TD0&B, 

Well, go on 
Castalio. 

Our deftiny contriv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy love ! 
Thou, like a friend, a conftant generous friend, 
In Its firft pangs did truft me with thy paffion, 
Whilft I ftill fmooth*d my pain with fmiles before thcc, 
And made a contra<ft I ne*er meant to keep. 

POLYDORE. 

Howf 

Castalio. 
StiD new ways I ftudy'd to abufe thcc, 
And keep thee as a ftranger to my paffion, 
'Till yeftferday I wedded with Monimia. 

POLYDORE. 

Ah, my Cajialio^ was that well done ? 

Castalio. 
No, to conceal it from thee, was a fault, 

POLTDORE, 

A fault I when thou had heard the tale Til teQ^ 
What wilt thou call it then \ 

Castalio. 

How my heart throbs ! 

POLYDORE. 

Firft, for thy firiendihip, traitor, 
Icancertthus; after this day I'll ne'er 
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Hold truft, or converft with the falfe Cajlalio ? 
This, witnefs heav'n. 

Castalio. 

What will my fate do with mc ! 
I've Ipfl all happlnefs, and know not why : 
What means this. Brother ? 

POLYOORE. 

Perjur'd, treacherous wretch, 
Farewel. 

Castalio. 
rU be thy flavc, and thou (halt ufe me 
JuU as thou wilt, do but forgive me, 

POLYDORE. 

Never. 
Castalio. 
Oh ! think a little what my heart is doing; 
How from our infancy we hand in hand 
Have trode the path of life, in love together; 
One bed has held us, and the fame defires, 
The fame averiions dill employed our thoughts: 
Whene'er had I a friend, that was not Polydore'% ? 
Or Poly dor c a foe, that was not mine ? 
Ev'n in the womb we 'mbrac'd, and wilt thou now, 
For the firft fault, abandon and forfake me. 
Leave me amidft afflidlions to myfelf, 
Plung'd in the gulph of grief, and none to help me? 

POLYOORB. 

Go to Monimiap in her arms thou'lt find 

Kcpofe ; (he has the art of healing forrows, 
0^3 
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Castalio. 
"What arts ? 

POLYDORE. 

Blind wretch, thou hufband ! there's a queftion; 
Go to her fulfome bed, and wallow there, 
'Till fome hot ruffian, full of lufl: and wine. 
Come ftorm thee out, and (hew thee what's thy bargain. 
Castalio, 
Hold there, 1 charge thee. 

Poly DORS. 

Is (he not a— ^ 
Castalio. 

Whore ? 

POLYDORE. 

Ay whore ; I think that word needs no explaining. 
Castalio. 

Alas, I can forgive ev*n this to thee ; 
But let me tell thee, Polydore^ Vm griev'd 
To find thee guilty of fuch low revenge. 
To wrong that virtue which thou couldft not ruin. 

POLYDORB. 

It feems I lye then. 

Castalio. 
Should the braveft man 
That e'ere wore conquering fword, but dare to whifper 
What thou proclaim'ft, he were the worft of liars; 
My friend may be miftaken. 

FOLYDORE. /> 

Damn the cvafion ; i: ^ ^5^ 
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Thou mean'ft the worft, and he's a bafe-born villaia 
That faid I lyM. 

Castalio. 
Do, draw thy fword, and thru ft it thro* my heart* 
There is no joy in life, if thou art loft, 
A bafe-born villain ! 

POLYDORE, 

Yes, thou never cam'ft 
From old Acafto^s loins ; the midwife put 
A cheat upon my mother, and inftead 
Of a true brother, in the cradle by me 
Plac'd fome courfe pcafant's cub, and thou art he. 
Castalio. 
Thou art my brother ftiU. 

POLYDORB. 

Thou ly'ft. 
Castalio, 

Nay, then : \He dra^s. 
Yet I am calm. 

POLYDORE. 

A coward's always fo, 
Castalio, 
Ah ah that ftings home : coward I 

POLYDORE. 

Ay, bafe-born coward, villain, 

Castalio. 
This to thy heart then, tho' my mother bore thee. 
{Fight: Polydore drops his fword, andrufis on Caftalio's. 
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POLYDORB. 

Now my Cajialio is again my friend. 

Castalio. 
What have I done ! my fword is in thy breaft. 

POLYDORE, 

So I would have it-be, thou beft of men. 
Thou kinded brotlier, and thou truell friend. 
Castalio. 

Ye Gods, we're taught that all your works are judice : 
YouVe painted merciful, and friends to innocence: 
If fo, then why thefe plagues upon my head? 

POLYDORE^ 

Blame not the Heavens ; here lies thy fate, Cajialio ; 
They're not the Gods, 'tis Polydore has wrong*d thee ; 
Tve ftain*d thy bed, thy fpotlcfs marriage-joys 
Have been polluted by thy brother's luft. 
Castalio. 
By thee! 

Polydore, 
By me ; lad night the horrid deed 
Was done ; when all things flept but rage and inceft. 
Castalio. 
Now, where's Monimia ? Oh i 

Enter MONIMIA, 
Monimia. ' 
I'm here* who calls me ? 

Methought I heard a yoice 
Snvctas the (hepherd*s pipe upon the mountainsy 
When all his little flock's at. fetd>odot^\x\m. 
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But what means this ? here's blood. 

CAdTALIO. 

Ay, brother's blood ? 
Art thou prepar'd for cverlafting pains ? 

POLYDORE. 

Oh let me charge thee by th' eternal juftice. 
Hurt not her tender life ! 

Castalio. 

Not kill her ? Rack me. 
Ye powers above, with all your choiceft torments, 
Horror of mind, and pains yet uninvented. 
If I not pra^ife cruelty upon her. 
And treat revenge fome way yet never known. 

MONIMIA. 

That taik myfelf have finiih'd. I (hall die 
Before we part; I've drank a healing draught 
For all my cares, and never more fhall wrong thee. 

POLYDORE 

Oh, ffae ts innocent, 

Castalio. 

Tell me that ftory. 
And thoa wilt make a wretch of me indeed. 

POLYDORE. 

Hadft thou, Cajialio^ us'd me like a friend. 
This ne'er had happen'd ; hadft thou let me know 
Thy marriage, we had all now met in joy : 
Burignorant of that. 

Hearing th* appointment made, enrag'd to think 
ThonhadR out-done me m fuccefsful love« 



1 



1:28 T H E O R P H A N. 

I in the dark went and fupply'd thy place; 
Whilft all the night 'midft our triumphant joysi 
The trembling, tender, kind, deceived Monimid, 
Embrac'd, carefs'd, and call'd me her Cajlalio. 
Castalio. 
And all this is the work of my own fortune: 
None but myfelf cou'd e'er have been fo curft. 
My fatal love, alas ! has ruin'd thee. 
Thou faireft, goodly 'ft frame the Gods e'er made, 
Or ever human eyes, and hearts ador'd. 
Tve murder'd too my brother. 
Why wouldft thou ftudy ways to damn me farther, 
And force the fm of parricide upon me ? 

POLYDORE, 

'Twas my own fault, and thou art innocent; 
Forgive the barbarous irefpafs of my tongue ; 
*Twas a hard violence ; 1 could have dy'd 
With love of thee, cv*n when I us'd thee worft ; 
Nay, at each word that my diftradion utter'd. 
My heart recoil'd, and 'twas half death to fpcak'cm. 

MONIMIA. 

Now, my Cajialio^ the moft dear of men. 
Wilt thou receive pollution to thy bofom. 
And clofe the eyes of one that has bctray'd thee ? 
Castalio. 

Oh I I'm the unhappy wretch, whofe curfed fate 
Has weigh'd thee down into deftrudion with him ; 
Why then thus kind to me ? : ^ 
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MONIMIA, 

en Vm laid low i' th' grave, and quite forgotten, 
thou be happy in a fairer bride ; 
me can eyer love thee like Monimia. 

I am dead, as prefently I fhall be, 

e grim tyrant grafps my heart already) 

well of me : and if thou find ill tongues 

ufy with my fame, don*t hear me wrong'd; 

be a noble juftice to the memory 

oor wretch once honoured with thy love. 

ly head fwims ! 'Tis very dark. Good -night, \_dies. 

Castalio. 
furvive thee ! what a thought was that ! 
[ Heav'fl I go prepar'd againft that curfe. 

CHAMONT, difarm'd, andfetz'd hy ACASTO 
and Servants, 
Chamont. 
le helly and fwallow me to quick damnation, 
•give your houfe, if I not live 
•rlafting plague to theCj Acafio^ 

II thy race. Y'have overpowered me now; 
arme, Heav'n! — Ah! here's the fccne of death, 
er, mj Monimia I breathlefs! now, 

w'rs above, if ye have juftice, ftrike, 
bolts thro* me, and thro* the curft CaJiaUo^ 

ACASTO. 

Polydore, 

POLYDORE. 

Who calls? 
R 
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ACASTO, 

How cam'ft thou wouaded I 
Castalio. 
Stand oEF thou hot-brain*d boiftcrous noify rufl5axi» 
And leave mc to my forrows. 
, Chamont. 

By the love 
I bore her Jivrng, I will ne'er forfake her, 
But here remain 'till my heart burft with fobbing. 
Castalio. 

Vanifh I charge thee, or \^Draivf a dagger. 

Chamont. 

Thou canft not kill nic. 
That would be kindneJTs, and againft thy nature. 

ACASTO. 

What means CaftaHa P Sure thou wilt not pull 
More forrows on thy aged father's head. 
Tell me, I beg you, tell mc the fad caufe 
Of all this ruin. 

POLYdORE. 

That muft be my taik; 
But 'tis too long for ontf in pain to tell ; 
You'll in my clofet find the ftory written 
Of all our woes. CaftalieS innocent. 
And £oH Monimsa^ only Tm to blame: 
Inquire no farther. 

Castalio. 
Thou unkind Chamont^ 
UnJuAlj haft purfa'dm^ N»\xiitVi\»x^> 
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And fought the life oflffin that never wrong'd thee : 
Now if thou wilt embrace a noble vengeance. 
Come join with nae and curfe, 

Chamont, 

What? 

Cast ALIO. 

Firft thyfelf, 
As I do, and the hour that gave thee birth ; 
Confuiion and diforder feize the world. 
To fpoil all truft and converfe amongft men : 
Twixt families engender endlefs feuds, 
In countries needlefs fears, in cities fadiuns. 
In ftates rebellion, and in churches fchifm : 
'Till all things move againft the courfe of nature ; 
'TiJl form's diflblv'd, the chain of caufes broken^ 
And the originals pf being loft. ' 

ACASTO. 

Castalio. 
Have patience. 

Patience ? preach it to the winds. 
To roaring feas, or raging fires ; the knaves 
That teach it laugh at ye, when ye believe 'era. 
Strip me of all the common needs of life. 
Scald me with leprofy, let friends forfake me, 
lil bear it all ; but curft to the degree 
That I am now, 'tis this muft give me patience: 
Thus I find reft, and fhall complain no more. 

[^Stah htmfelf^ 

R 2 
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POLYDORB. 

Cajialio oh ! 

Castalio* 

I come. 

Chamont^ to thee my birth-right I bequeath: 
Comfort my mourning father, heal his griefs; 

tAcattoy27/>;// into the arms of a Servant* 
For I perceive they fall with weight upon him. 
And for Monhnia's fake, whom thou wilt find 
I never wrong'd, be kind to poo> Serina* 
Now all 1 beg, is, lay me in one grave 
Thus with my love, Farewel, I now am — nothing. 

Chamont. 
Take care of good j^cafto, whi^ft I go 
Tofearch the means by which the fates hath plagu d us, 
*Tis thus that Heav'n its empire does maintain, 
It may affli(5l, but man mull not complain, [iffx. omnes. 
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^0 U^VE feen one Orphan ruirCd here, and I 

May be the next, if old Acafto die : 
Should it prove foy Pdfain amongft you find y 
Who ^tis ivould to the fatherlefs he kind. 
To ivhofe prote£iion might I fafely go ? 
Is there amongft you no good-nature P No, 
Whatjhall I do P Jhould I the godly feek. 
And g>) a conventicling tiuice a iveek P 
^ite the lenvd Stage^ and its prophane pollution^ 
Jffe6l each form and faint-like injlitution. 
So dranv the brethren all to contribution P 
Orfhall I (as I guefs the Poet may 
Within thefe three days) fairly run anuay P 
No, to fome city-lodgings III retire , 
Seeni very grave, and privacy dejire : 
Till I am thought fome heirefs rich in lands ^ 
Fled to efcape a cruel guardian's hands: 
Which may produce afiory 'worth the telling 
Of the next fparks that go a fortune-fiealing. 
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Plot Discovered. 
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TRAGEDY. 



To Her GRACE the 

Dutchels of Portsmouth. 



Madam, 

WERE it poffiblc fdr me to let the world 
know how intirely your Grace's goodnefs 
has devoted a poor man to your fervice ; were there 
Words enough in fpcech to exprefs the mighty fenfe 
I have of your great bounty towards me; furely I 
fhould write and talk of it for ever: but your 
Grace has given me fo large a theme, and laid fo 
vaft a foundation, that imagination wants flock to 
build upon it. I am as one dumb when I would 
fpeakof it; and when I ftrive to write, I want 
a fcale of thought fufficient to comprehend the 
height of it. Forgive me then, Madam, if (as a 
poor Peafant once made a prefent of an apple to 
an emperor) I bring this fmall tribute, the humble 
growth of my little garden, and lay it at your feet. 
Believe it is paid you with the utmofl gratitude: 
believe that fo long as I have thought to remember 
how very much I owe your generous nature, I 
^11 ever have a heart that fhall be grateful for 
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it too : your Grace, next Heaven, defcrvesit ampi/ 
from me ; that gave me life, but on a hard condi' 
tion, *till your extended favour taught me to prize 
the gift, and took the heavy burden it was clogg*d 
with from me ; I meai>, hard fortune. When I 
had enemies, that with malicious power kept back 
and (haded me from thofe royal beams, whofc 
warmth is all I have or hope to live by ; your no* 
ble pity and compaffion found me, where I was 
far caft backward from my bleffing ; down in the 
rear of fortune ; called me up, placed me in the 
fhine, and I have felt its comfort. You have in 
that reflored me to my native right; for a fteddy 
faith, and loyalty to my prince, was all the inheri- 
tance my father left me: and however hardly ifiy 
ill fortune deal with me, it is what I prize fo well, 
that I never pawned it yet, and hope I never fhall 
part with it. Nature and fortune were certainly in 
league when you were born : and as the firft took 
care to give you beauty enough to enflave Ae 
hearts of all the world, fo the other refolved to do 
its merit juftice> that none but a monarch, fit to 
rule that world, (hould e'er poflefs it; and in it he 
had empire. The young prince you have given 
him, by his blooming virtues, early declares the 
mighty ftock he came from ; and as you have taken 
all the pious care of a dear mother and a prudent 
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guardian, to give him a noble and generous edu- 
cation ; may it fucceed according to his merits and 
your wifties ! may lie grow up to be a bulwark to 
his illuftrious father, and a patron to his loyal fub- 
jeSs! with wifdom and learning to affift him, 
whenever called to his councils; to defend his 
right againft the encroachments of republicans in 
his fenates ; to cherifb fuch men as fhall be able to 
vindicate the royal caufe; that good and fit fcr- 
vants to the crown may never be loft for want of 
a proteftor ! May he have courage and conduft fit 
to fight his battles abroad, and terrify his rebels at 
home ; and that all thefe may be yet more fure, 
during the fpring-time of his years, when thofe 
growing virtues ought with care to be cberiftied ia 
order to their ripening; may be never meet with 
vitious natures, or the tongues of faithlefs, fordid, 
infipid flatterers, to blaft them ! To conclude; may 
he be as great as the hand of fortune (with his ho- 
nour) (hall be able to make him : and may your 
Grace, who are fo good a miftrefs, and fo noble a 
patronefs, never meet with a lefs grateful fervant, 
than. 

Tour Grace's entirely 
devoted creature, 

Tho. Otwat. 

S 2 



I 



rwxf 

PROLOGUE, Uvc 

IN thefe d{ftra£led times ^ 'when each man dread; I ^^ 
The bloody Jlratagems of bujy heads : ' 1 Jfe 

When ive have/ear' d three years *we know not ivhatf •) I ^ 
•7/7/ ivifnefes begin to die o' th* rot, r I ^^ 

What made our Poet meddle ivith a plot ? } 7^ 

Was^t that he fancy^dfor the very fake ^j 

And name of plot, his trifling play might take ? 
for there'^s not in^t one inch board evidence. 
But *tis, he fays, to reafon plain andfenfe^ 
And that he thinks a plaufible defence. 
Were truth by fenfe and reafon to be try^d; 

Sure all our fwearers might be laid ajide. 

No, of fuch tools our author has no need, 

'To make his plot, or make his play fucceed : 

He, of black bills has no prodigious tales. 

Or Spanilh pilgrims caji afhore in Wales; 

Kerens not one murdered magijlrate, at leaji. 

Kept rank like ven^fonfor a city feaji. 

Grown four days fit ff, the better to prepare 

And fit his pliant limbs to ride in chair. 

Tet here^s an army rais'd though under ground. 

But no manfeen, no one commijjlon found : 

Here is a traitor too, thai*s very old. 

Turbulent, fubtle, mifchievous and bold^ 

Bloody, revengeful, and to crown his port. 

Loves fumbling ivith a wench mjith all his heart ; 

Till after having many changes pafi, 

hfpight of age, (thanks t'Heav'n) is hang^'d at lafi, 
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Next is a fenator that keeps a luhore^ 

In Venice none a h'lpher office bore ; 

To le'mdnefs every night the Letcher ran : 

Shorn) me all London fuch another man; 

Match him at mother Crefwold^s, if you can, 

O Poland ! Poland ! had it been thy loty 
T* have heard in time of this Venetian //<>/, • 
Thou fur ely chofen hadft one king from thence^ 
^nd honour d them as thou haft England ^^r^. 



The PERSONS. 



MEN. 

Puke of Venice^ Mr. 

PriuU^ father to Belviderdt afenator, Mr. 
Antonhy a fine fpeaker in the fenate, Mr. 
Bedamar^ the Spanijh ambatfador, *] Mr. 

Mr, 

Mr. 

Mr. 

Mr. 

s" 



Jaffeir^ 

Pierre^ 

Renault^ 
Spinofa^ 

Theodore^ 

Eliot^ 

RevUlido, 

Durandf 

Mazzana^ 

Bramveil^ 

Ternon^ 

Brabe^ 



Williams. 

Bowman, 

Leigh. 

Gillow. 

Bctterton, 

Smith. 

Wiltfhire. 

Percival. 
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WOMEN. 



Belvidera^ Mrs. Barry. 

Aquilina^ Mrs. Gurrer, 

Two women, attendants on Belvidera. 

Two women, fervants to Aquilina, 

The Council of Ten. 

0£5cer, guard, friar, executioner and rabble. 
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VENICE PRESERV'D: 

O R, A 

PLOT DISCOVER'0. 
ACT L SCENE I. 

Enter FRIULl and J AFFEIR. 

PRIULI. 

NO more ! I'll hear no more ; be gone and leave 
Jaffeir. [me. 

Not hear me ! by my fufFerings but you ihall ! 
My lord, my lord ! I'm not that abjeft wretch 
You think me : patience ! where's the diftance throws 
Me back fo far, but I may boldly fpeak 
In right, though proud oppreflion will not bear me? 
Priuli. 
Have you not wrong'd me ? 
Jaffeir. 

Could my nature e'er 
Have brook'd injuftice, or the doing wrongs, 
I need not now thus low have bent myfclf. 
To gain a hearing from a cruel father ! 
Wrong'dyou? 
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PRIULI. 

Yes, wrong'd me ia-the nicefl pointy 
Ti)6 honour of my houfe ; you've dorre me wrong ; 
You may remember, (for I now will fpeak. 
And urge its bafenefs>) when you 6rft came home '^ 
From travel, with fuch hopes, as made you look'd on 
By all mens eyes, a youth of expeftation ; 
Pleas*d with your growing virtue, 1 received you; 
Courted, and fought to raife you to your merits:* 
My houfe, my table, nay, my fortune too. 
My very felf, was yours ; you might have us'd me 
To your befl: fervice ; like an open friend, 
I treated, truft«d you, and thought you mine; 
M'hen in requital of my beft endeavours. 
You treacheroufly pradlis'd to lindoc me, 
Seduc'd the weaknefs of my age's darling, 
My only child, and dole her from my bofom : 
Oh Belvid'era ! 

Jaffeir. 
'TIs to me you owe her, 
Childlefs you had been elfe, and in the grave 
Your name extindl, no more Priult heard* of. 
You may remember, fcarce five years are paft. 
Since in your brigantine you fail'd to fee 
The Adriatic wedded by our duke. 
And I was with you : your un(kilful pilot 
Dafh'd us upon a rock ; when to your boat ^ 

You made for fafety ; enter'd firft yourfelf : • . ;r 
Th'aflfrighted Belvidera following next, ^ . j#j-r- 
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As (he ftood trembling on the veflers fide, 
Was by a wave walh'd off into the deep ; 
When inftantly I plung'd into the fea, 
ind, buffeting the billows to her refcuc. 
Redeemed her life with half the lofs of mine. 
Like a rich conquefl in one hand I bore her. 
And with the othef dafh^d the faucy waves, 
That throng'd and prefs'd to rob me of my prize : 
I brought her, gave her to your defpairing arms : 
Indeed you thank'd me ; but a nobler gratitude 
Rofe in her foul : for from that hour Ihe lov'd me, 
*Till for het life (he paid m^with herfelf. 

PRIULI. 

You ftole her from me ; like a thief you ftole her 
At dead of night ; that curfed hour you chofe 
To rifle me of all my heart held dear. 
May all your joys in her prove falfe like mine ; 
A fterile fortune, and a barren bed. 
Attend you both ; continual difcord make 
Your days and nights bitter and grievous : ftill 
May the hard hand of a vexatious need 
Opprefsj and grind you ; 'till at laft you find 
The curfe of difobedience all your portion. 

JAFFEIR. 

Half of your curfe, you have beftow'd in vain : 
Heav'n has already crown'd our faithful loves 
With a young boy, fweet as his mother's beauty: 
May he live to prove more gentle than his grandfire, 
-Ajid Happier than his father I 
T 
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Priuli, 

Rather live 
To bate thee for bis bread, and din your cars 
With hungry cries : whilft his unhappy mother 
Sits Sown and weeps in bitternefs of want. 
Jaffeir. 
You talk as if 'twould pleafe you. 
pRruLt. 

'Twould, by Heav*n.. 
Once (he was dear indeed ; the drops that fell 
From my fad heart, when (he forgot her duty. 
The fountain of my life was not fo precious : 
But (he is gone, and, if I am a man, 
I will forget her, 

Jaffeir. 
Would I were m my grave. 
Priuli. 
And fhe too with thee ; 
For living here, you're but my curs'd remembrance^ 
I once was happy. 

Jaffeir. 
You ufe me thus, becaufe you know my ibul 
Is fond oi Behidera: you perceive 
My life feeds oiTher, therefor thus you treat me. 
Oh ! could my foul have ever known fatiety; 
Were I that thief, the doer of fuch wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me 
But I might fend her back to you with contumely, 
And court my fortune wW^ fti^ >«avj\^\«.Vcwi^t ? 
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Priuli. 
You dare not do*t, 

jAFFEiR. 

Indeed, my lord» I dare not. 
My heart, that awes me, is too much my maftcr : 
Three years are pad fince firft our vows were plighted ; 
During which time the worid mud bear me witnefs, 
I'^c treated Behidera lik€ your daughter. 
The daughter of a fcnator of Venice ; 
Diftmdlion, place, attendance and obfervancej 
Due to her birth, (he always has commanded ; 
Out of my little fortune I've done this; 
^caufc (tho* hopeiefs e'er to win your nature) 
The world might fee, I lov'd her for herfelf, 

Not as the hcirefs of the great Priulir^ 

Priuli. 

No more ! 

Jaffeir. 
Yes ! all, and then adieu for ever. 
There's not a wretch that lives on common charity 
But's happier than me : for I have known 
The lufcious fweets of plenty ; every night 
Have flept with foft content about my head, 
And never wak'd but to a joyful morning; 
Yet now muft fall like a full ear of corn, 
AVhofe bloifom Ycap'd, yet's wither'd in the ripening. 
Priuli. 

Home, and be humble, ftudy to retrench ; 
pifcharge the lazy vermin of thy hall* 

T a 
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Thofc pageants of thy folly : 
Reduce the glittering trappings of thy wife 
To humble weeds, fit for thy little ftate ; 
Then to fome luburb cottage both retire ; 
Drudge to feed loathfomc life; get brats, and ftarve-r 
Home, home, I fay — [£x//, 

Jaffeir. 
Yes, if my heart would let me— 
This proud, this fwelling heart : home I would go, 
But that my doors are hateftil to n^ine eyes, 
Fiird and damm'd up with gaping creditors. 
Watchful as fowlers when 'their game will fpring; 
I've now not fifty ducats in the world. 
Yet ftill I am in love, and plcas'd with ruin. 

Oh, Belvideral oh! flie is my wife 

And we will bear our wayward fate together. 
But ne'er know comfort more. 

Enter PIERRE. 

Pierre. 

My friend, good-morrow ! 

How fares the honeft partner of my heart ? 
What, melancholy ! not a word to fpare me I 
Jaffeir. 
I'm thinking, Pierre^ how that damn'd ftarving 
Call'd honefty, got footing in the world. [qualitji 
Pierre. 
Why, powerful villany firft fet it up, 
For its own eafe and fafety : honeft men 
Arc the foft cafy cufhions on which knaves ""'\ 
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Repofe and fatten : W^re all mankind villains, 
They'd ftarve each other; lawyers would wantpra£lice> 
Cut-throats rewards : each man would kill his brother, 
Himfelf, none would be paid or hang*d for murder : 
Honefty ! 'twas a cheat invented firft 
To bind the hands of bold deferving rogues, 
That fools and cowards might fit fafe in power. 
And lord it uncontroU'd above their betters, 
Jaffeir. 
Then honefty is but a notion ? 

Pierre. 
Nothing elfe : 
Like wit, much talk'd of, not to be defin'd : 
He that pretends to moft too, has lea ft (hare in't; 
»Tis a ragg'd virtue : honefty ! no more on't. 
Jaffeir. 
Sure thou art honcft ? 

Pierre. 

So indeed men think me. 
But they're mlftaken, Jaffeir : I am a rogue 
As well as they ; 

A fine gay bold-fac'd villain, as thou fceft me. 
'Tis true, I pay my debts when they're con traded ; 
I fteal from no man ; would not cut a throat 
gain admiffion to a great man's purfe, 
cwhore's bed ; I'd not betray my friend 
iJl^lace or fortune : I fcorn to flatter 
A bl6mi[*up fool above me, or cruih the wretch beneath 
T5t* Jaffeir, for all this I am a villain. [me : 
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Jaffeir. 
A villain! 

PlBRJlE, 

Yes, a mgfft notorious villain : 
To fee the fuflFerings o/my fellow-creatures, 
And own myfelf a m^ : to fee our ^nators 
Cheat the deluded people with a (hew 
Of liberty, which yet they ne'er muft tafte of. 
They fay, by them our hands are free from fetters; 
Yet whom they pleafe they lay in bafeft bonds ; 
Bring whom they pleafe to infamy and forrow ; 
Drive us like wrecks down the rough tide of power, 
Whilft no hold's left to fave us from deftrudlion. 
All that bear this are villains, and I one. 
Not to rouze up at the great call of nature, 
And check the growth ofthefe domefticfpoilers, 
That make us flaves, and tell us 'tis our charter. 
Jaffeir. 

Oh, AquUina ! friend, to lo& fuch beauty. 
The deareft purchafe of thy noble labours ; 
She was thy right by conqueft, as by love. 
Pierre. 

Oh, Jaffeir I Tad fo fix'd my heart upon her, 
That wherefoe'er I fram'd a fcheme of life 
For time to come, Ihe was my only joy. 
With which I wifh'd to fweeten future cares; 
I fancy'd pleafures, none, but one that loves 
And doats as I did, can imagine like 'em : 
When in th' extremity of all tbefe hopes, 
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In the moft charming hour of ezpe^lation, 

Then, when our eager wi(hes foar the higheft» 

Ready to (loop and grafp the lovely game, 

A haggard owl, a worthlefs kite of prey, 

'With his foul wings fail'd in, and fpoii'd my quarry. 

JAFFEIR. 

I know the wretch, and fcom him as thou hat'ft him. 

PlERRS* 

Gurfe on the common good that's fo proteded ; 
Where every flave that heaps up wealth enough 
To do much wrong, becomes a lord of right : 
I, who believ'd no ill could e'er come near me. 
Found in th*embra<ies of my Aquilina 
A wretched old, but itching ienator : 
A wealthy fool, that had bought out my title: 
A rogue, that ufes beauty like a lamb-fkin. 
Barely to keep him warm; that filthy cuckoo, too 
Was, in my abfence, crept into my neft. 
And fpoiling all my brood of noble pleafure. 
Jaffeir. 

Didft thou not chace him thence ? 
Pierre. 

I did, and drove 
The rank old*bearded Hsrco (linking home : 
The matter was complained of in thefenate» 
I iumtnon'd to appear, and cenfur'd bafely, 

i'Qt^.viplatiii^g fomething they czW privilege 

This was the recompence of my fervice. 
Would Vd been rather beaten by a cowa^4^ 
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^ A foldier^s miftrefs, Jaffeir, is his religion ; 
When that's prophan'd, all other ties are broken r 
That even diflblves all former bonds of fervicc; 
And from that honr 1 think myfelf asfree 

To be the foe as c*er the friend of Venice 

Nay, dear revenge, whene'er thou call'ft, I'm ready. 
Jaffeir. 
I think no fafety can be here for virtue ; 
And grieve, my friend, as much as thou, to live 
In fuch a wretched ftate as this of Venice^ 
Where all agree to fpoil the public good, 
And villains fatten with the brave man's labours. 

PlERRfi. 

We've neither fafety, unity, nor peace. 
For the foundation's loft of common good; 
Juftice is lame as well as blind amongft us; 
The laws (corrupted tO their ends that make 'eni) 
Serve but for inllruments of fome new tyranny, 
That every day ftarts up t'enflave us deeper : 
Now could this glorious caufe but find out friends 
To do it right, oh Jaffeir / then might'ft thou* 
Not wear thefe feals of woe upon thy face : 
The proud Priuli (hould be taught humanity, j. 
And learn to value fuch a fon as thou art. ' ;^ 

I dare not fpeak ! but my heart bleeds this mom^^ 
Jaffeir. 

Curft be the caufe, tho' I thy friend be partqi 
Let me partake the troubles of thy bofom. 
For I am us'd to mifery, and perhaps 
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Maj find a way to fweetcn't to thy fpirit, 
Pierre. 
Too foon 'twill reach thy Icnowlege— - 
Jaffeir. 

Then from thee 
Let it proceed. There's virtue in thy friendfliip 
Would make the fadded tale of forroyr pleafing, 
Strengthen my conftancy, and welcome ruin. / 
Pierre. 
Then thou art ruin'd ! 

Jaffeir. 

That I long fince knew; 
1 and ill-fortune have been long acquainted. 
Pierre. 
I pafs'd this very moment by thy doors> 
And found them guarded by a troop of villains; 
The fons of public rapine were deftroying : 
They told me, by the fentence of the law» 
They had commidiun to feize all thy fortune : 
Nay more» Priult*s cruel hand hath iign'd it. 
Here ftood a ruffian with a horrid face 
Lording it o'er a pile of mafly plate. 
Tumbled into a heap for public fale : 
There was another makmg villanous jefts 
At thy undoing ; he had ta*en pofFeffioa 
Of all thy ancient mod domeftic ornaments, 
Rich hangings, inttrmix'd and wrought with gold; 
The vety bed, which on thy wedding-night 
Receiv'd thee to the arms of Belviderai 
U 
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The fcenc of all thy joys, was violated 
By the courfe hands of filthy dungeon villains. 
And thrown amongfl the common lumber. 
Jaffeir^ 
Now thank Heav'n 

PiBRRE, 

. Thank Heav'n for what ? 

Jaffbir. 

That I'm not worth a ducat- 

Pierre. 
Curfe thy duU ftars, and the worft fate of Venice, 
Where brothers, friends, and fathers, all are falfe; 
Where there's notrud, no truth; where innocence 
Stoops under vile opprefiion ; and vice lords it : 
Hadd thou but feen, as I did, how at lad 
Thy beauteous Belviderat like a wretch 
That's doom'd to baniftiment, came weeping forth. 
Shining through tears, like y^r/7-funs in (bowers 
That labour to overcome the cloud that loads 'em ; 
Whilft two young virgins, on whofc arms (he lean'd. 
Kindly look'^d up, and at her grief grew fad. 
As if they catch'd the forrows that fell from her : 
E'en the lewd rabble that were gather'd round 
To fee the fight, ftood mute when they beheld her; 
Govern 'd their roaring throats, and grumbled pity: 
I cou'd have hugg'd the greezy rogues : they pleas'd me^ 

Jaffeir, -' 

I thank thee for this (lory, from my foul, ^^-rji*^ 
Since now I know the word that can befal me t* -It" 
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Ah Pier el 1 have a heart, that could have borne 
The roughed wrong my fortunis could have done me : 
But when I think what Belvidera feels,' 
The bittemefs her tender fpirit taftes of, 
1 own myfelf a coward : bear my weaknefs. 
If throwing thus my arms about thy neck, 
I play the boy, and bubble in thy bofom. 
Oh ! I (hall drown thee with my forrows ! 

PlEfLRE. 

Bum ! 
Firft burn, and level Venice to thy ruin. 
What ! ftarve like beggars brats in frofty weather 
Under a hedge, and whine ourfelvcs to death ! 
Thou, or thy caufe fhall never want affiftance, 
Whilft I have blood op fortune fit to ferve thee ; 
Command my heart : thou'rt every way its matter, 
Jaffeir. 

No, there's a fccret pride in bravely dying. 
Pierre. 

Rats die in holes and corners, dogs run mad ; 
Man knows a braver remedy for forrow. 
Revenge ! the attribute of Gods ; they ftampt it 
With their great image on our natures : die! 
Confider well the caufe that calls upon thee : 
And if thou'rt bafe enough, die then : remember 
Thf Belvidera fuStrs I Belvidera I 

pic damn firft— what 1 be decently interr'd 

In a church-yard, and mingle thy brave duft 
With ftiflking rogues that rot in winding-fli^ts^ 
V 9 
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Surfeit flain fools, the common dung o*th' foil. 
Jaffeir. 
Oh! 

Pierre. 
Well faid, out with it» fwear a little — 
Jaffeir 

Swear ! By fea and air, by earth, by heav'n and hell, 
I will revenge my Belviderd's tears \ 

Hark thee, my friend Priuli is a fentator, 

Pierre. 
A dog. 

Jaffeir. 
Agreed* 

Pierre 
Shoot him. 
Jaffeir. 

With all my heart. 
No more : where (hall wc meet at night ? 
Pierre. 

I'll tell thee; 
On the Rialto every night at twelve 
I take my evening's walk of meditation; 
There we two'll meet, and talk of precious mifchief-— i 
Jaffeir. 



farewel. 



Pierre. 
At twelve. 

Jaffeir. ■ ^ 

At any hour; my plagMI;' 
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Willkeepme walking.Tellme why, good Keav'n, [i&. P. 

Thou mad'ft roe what I am, with all the fpirit, 

Afpiring thoughts and elegant dcfires. 

That fill the happieft man ? Ah ! rather why 

Didft thou not form me fordid as my fate, 

Bafe-minded, dull and fit to carry burdens ? 

Why have I fenfe to know the curfe that's on me ? 

Isthisjuft dealing, nature ? Belvidera : 

Enter BELVIDERA. 
Poor Belvidera ! 

Belvidera, 
Lead me, lead me, my virgins. 
To that kind voice. My lord, my love, my refuge ! 
Happy my eyes, when they behold thy face : 
My heavy heart will leave its doleful beating 
At fight of thee, and bound with fprightful joys. 
Oh fmile, as when our loves were in their fpring, 
And chear my fainting foul. 

Jaffeir. 

As when our loves 
)Vere in their fpring ! has then our fortune chang'd ? 
Art thou not Belvidera^ ftill the fame, ^ 

Kind, good, and tender, as my arms firft found thee ? 
If thou are alter'd, where (hall I have harbour ? 
Where eafe my loaded heart ? Oh I where complain ? 
Belvidera. 
Does this appear like change, or love decaying, 
"When thus I throw myfelfintothy bofom. 
With all the rcfolution of ftrong truth ? 
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Beats not my heart ats 'twould alarum thine. 
To a new charge of hlifs ? I yyj more m thee, 
Than did thy mother when fhe.hugg*d thee firft, 
And blefs'd the gods for all her travail paft. 
Jaffeir, 

Can there in woman be fuch glorious faiih ? 
Sore all ill florins of thy fex are falfe, 
• Oh woman! lovely woman 1 Nature made thee 
To temper man ; we had been brutes without you : 
Angels are painted fair, to look like you : 
There's in you all that we believe of Heav'n, 
Amazing brightnefs, purity and truth. 
Eternal joy, and everlafting love. 
Belvidera. 

If love be treafure, we'll be wondVous rich; 
I have fo much, my heart will furely break with't; 
Vows can*t cxprefs it. When I would declare 
How great's my joy, I'm dumb with the big thought; 
I fwell and figh, and labour with my longing. 
O lead me to fome defert wide and -mid. 
Barren as our misfortunes 1 where my foul 
May have its vent ; where I may tell aloud 
To the high heavens and ev'ry lift'ning planet. 
With what a boundlefs ftock my bofom's fraught 5 
Where I may throw my eager arms about thee. 
Give loofe to love with kifles, kindly joy. 
And let oflF all the fire that's in my heart, 
Jaffeir. 

Oh Belvideral doubly I'm a beggar, ^ / 
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Undone hj fortune, and in debt to thee i 

"Want! worldly want I that hnngry meager friend 

Is at my heels, and chafes me in view. 

Canft thou bear eold and hunger ? Can thefe limbs, 

Fram'd for the tender offices of love, 

Endure the bitter grips of fmarting poverty, 

^hen banifh'd by our miferies' abroad, 

kAs fuddenly we (hall be) to feek out, 

fn feme far climate where our names are ftrangers, 

P'or charitable fuccour ; wilt thou then, 

^hen in a bed of ftraw we flirlnk together, 

^nd the bleak winds fhall whiflle round our heads ; 

i^ilt thou then talk thus to me ? wilt thou then 

iufh my cares thus, and fhelter me with love ? 

BSLVIDSRA. 

Oh I will love thee, even in madnefs love thee, 
rho' my diftradled fenfes fhould forfake me, 
'd find fome intervals, w^en my poor heart 
hould Twage itfelf, and be let loofe to thine. 
rho* the bare earth be all our refting place, 
ts roots our food, fome clift our habitation, 
*11 make this arm a pillow for thy head ; 
is thou fighing ly'ft, and fwell'd with forrow, 
Ireep to thy bofom, pour the balm of love 
nto thy foul, and kifs thee to thy reft ; 
Then praife our God, and watch thee till the morning. 
jAFFEiR. . C^erl 

Hear this, you Heavens, and wonder how you made 
leign, reign, ye monarchs that divide the world. 
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Bnfj rebellion ne'er will let you know 
Tranquillit]^ and happittefs like mine ; 
Like gaudy (hips th* obfequious billows fall 
And rife again, to lift you in your pride ; 
They wait but for a ftorm, and then devour you: 
I, in my private bark, already wrecked, 
Like a poor merchant driv'n on unknown land, 
That had by chance pack'd up his choiced treafure 
In one dear caiket, and fav'd only that. 
Since I muft wander farther on the fhore, 
Thus hug my little, but my precious, ftore; 
Refol v'd to fcom, and truft my fate no more. [£x 



)re; V 
e. [Ex.) 
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Enter ?IEKKE and AQV ILlii A. 

AqyiLiNA. 

BY all the wrongs, thou'rt dearer to my arms 
Than all the wealth oi Venice i pr'ythee ftay, 
And let us love to-night. 

Pierre. 

No : there is a fodl» 
There's fool about thee : when a woman fells 
Her flelh to fools, her beauty's loft to me; 
They leave a tainted fully where they've paft ; 
There's fuch a baneful quality about *em, V 

E'enfpoils complexions with their naufcoufncfs; ' %j^^ 

•w 
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Thhy mfetft all they touch ; I cannot think 
Of tafting any thing a fool has pall'd. 
Aquilina. 

I Jbath and fcorn that fool thou mean'ft, as niuch 
Or more than thou canft; but the beaft has gold 
That makes him neceffary : power tod. 
To qualify my character, and poife me 
^qual with peevifh virtile, that beholds 
^y liberty with envy : in their hearts 
They're loofe as I am ; but an ugly power 
Sits in their faces, and frights pleafure from 'era, 
Pierre. 

Much good may't do you, madam, with yburfenator. 

AqUILINA. 

My fenator ! why, canft thou think that wretch 
E'er fiU'd thy j^quilina^s arms with pleafure ? 
Think'ft thou, becaufe I fometimes gave him leave 
To foil himfelf at what he iS unfit for; 
Becatif^ I force myfelft' endure and fuffer him. 
Think *ft thbu, I love him ? No, by all the joys, 
Thou ever gav'ft me, his prefence is my penance ; 
The t^rft thing an old man can be*s a lover, 
A mere memento mori to poor woman, 
I never lay by his decrepid fide, 
But all that night I pondered on my grave. 
Pierre. 

Would he we^e well fent thither. 

AqUILINA. 

That's niywifli too: 
X 
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For then, my Pierre , I might have caufe with pleafort 
To play the hypocrite ; oh ! how 1 could weep 
Over the dying dotard, kifs him too, 
In hopes to fmother him quite; then when the time 
Was come to pay my forrows at his funeral, 
(For he has already made me heir to treafures 
Wou'd make me out- ad a real widow's whining:) 
How could 1 frame my face to fit my mourning! 
With wringing handls attend him to his grave. 
Fall fwooning on his hearfe : take mad poiTeflion 
E'en of the difmal vault where he lay bury'd, 
There like th* Epbejian matron dwell, till thou. 
My lovely foldier, com'ft to my deliverance ; 
Then throwing up my veil, with open arms 
And laughing eyes, run to new dawning joy, 

PiBRRE. 

No more I I've friends to meet me here to-night. 
And muft be private. As you prize my friendfhip. 
Keep up your coxcomb : let him not pry nor lift^» 
Nor frifk about the houfe as I have feen him. 
Like a tame mumping fquirrel with a bell on ; 
Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. ^^ 
Aquilina. 

What friends to meet ? may'nt 1 be of jour council? 
Pierre. 

How ! A woman afk queflions out of bed ? 
Go to your fenator, afk him what pafles 
Amongft his brethren; he'll hide nothing from yotti' 
But.i^p me not for politics. No more! 
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Give order, that whoever in my name 
Comes here, receive admittance. So, good -night. 

Mud we ne'er meet again ! Embrace 00 more ! 
Is love fo fooB and utterly forgotten ! 

P|ERRE» 

As you henceforth treat your fool, 1*11 think on't. 

AqUILINA. 

Curft be all fools— 1 die if he forfakes^ me ; 
And how to keep him, he^v'n or hell mftmd me. ^Exe* 

SCENE the RIAL TO. 

Ent^ jAfFElK. 
Jaffeir, 
Tm here; and thus, the (hades of night around me» 
I look as if all hell were in my heart. 
And I in hell. Nay fiirely 'tis fo with me; 
For every tread I ftep, methinks fome fiend 
Knocks at my breaft, and bids me not be quiet. 
iVe heard how defperate wretches like myfelf. 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of night 
To meet the foe of mankind in his walk : 
Sure Vm fo curft, that tho' of heav'n forfaken, 
Ko minifter of darkQefs cares to tempt me. 
' HcU ! hell r why Oecp^a thou ? 
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Enter PIERRE. 

Pierre. 

Sure iVe (laid too long: 

The clock has ftruck, and I may lofe my profclytc. 

Speak, who goes there ? 

Jaffeir. 

A dog that comes to howl 

At yonder moon : what's he that afks the queftion \ 

Pierre. 

A friend to dogs, for they are honeft creatures, 

And ne*er betray their matters ; never fawn 

On any that they |ove not : weU met, friend : 

Jafeir/ 

Jaffeir. 

The fame. Oh Pierre ^ thou'rt come in feafon, 

I was juft going to pray. 

Pierre. 

Ah ! that's mechanic, 

Priefts make a trade on't, and yet ftarve by't too : 

No praying; it fpoils bufinefs, and time's precious: 

Wheres Behidera P 

Jaffeir, 

For a day or two 

I've lodg'd her privately, till I fee farther 

What fortune will do with me. Pr'ythee, friend. 

If thou wouldft have me fit to hear good counfel, 

Sfcak not of Be/videraP 

Pierre. ^ 

Not of her. j 
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Jaffeir, 
Oh no ! 

Pierre. 
Nor name her ? May be I wifli her well. 
Jaffeir. 
"Whom wgU ! 

Pierre. 
Thy wife, thy lovely Belvidera; 
I hope a mgn may wiKh his friend's wife well, 
And no harm done ! 

Jaffeir. 
You're merry, Pierre! 
Pierre. 

I am fo : 
Thou fhaU fmile too, and Belvidera fmile ; 
W^*ll all rejoice, here's fomething to buy pins. 
Marriage is chargeable. {Gives him a purfe. 

Jafeeir. 

Ibuthalfwifli^d 
To fee the devil, and he's here already. Well ! 
What rouft this buy, rebellion, murder, treafbn ? 
Tell me which way I muft be damn'd for this. 
Pierre. 
When laft we parted, we'd no qualms like thefc, 
But entertain'd each others thoughts like men, 
WTiofe fouls were well acquainted. Is the world 
Reform'd fince our laft meeting ? What new miracles 
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Have happen*d ? has Priu/i's heart relented ? 
Can he be honeft ? 

Jaffeir. 
Kind Heav'n ! let heavy caries 
Gall his old age ; cramps, aches rack his bones, 
And bitterefl: difquiet wring his heart ; 
Oh let him live till life become his burden I 
Let htm groan under't long, linger an age 
In the word agonies and pan^s of death, 
And find its eafe, but late, 

Pierre. 

Nay, couldft thou not 
As weU, mj friend, have ftretch*d the curfe to all 
The fenate found, as to one (ingle villain ? 
Jaffsir. 
But curies ftick not : could I kill with curfing, 
Bj Heav*n, I know not thirty heads in Fenife 
Should not be blafted ; fenators (hould rot 
Like dogs on dunghills ; but their wives and daughters 
Die of their own difeafes. Oh for a curfe 
To kill with I 

Pierre. 
Daggers, daggers, are much better— 
Jaffeir« 



}Ial 

Daggers. 
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JA?FEIR, 
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Pierre. 

Oh} a tboufand 
May be difpos'd in honcft hands in Venice. 
Jaffeir. 
Thou talk'fli in clouds. 

Pierre, 
But yet a heart half wrong*d» 
As thine has been, would find the meaning, Jaffeir^ 
Jaffeir. 
A tboufand daggers all in honeft hands; 
And have not I a friend will (lick one here? 
Pierre. 
Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cherifh*d 
*X^'a nobler purpofe, I would be that friend. 
But thou haft better friends ; friends whom thy wron^ 
Have made thy friends; friends worthy to be call'dfo! 
1*11 truft thee with a fecret ; there are fpirits 
I'his hour at work. But as thou arf^ii^inan, 
*Whom I have pickt and chofiaiifrom the worlds 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter. 
And when I've told thee that which (miy Gods, 
And men like Gods, are privy to, thenfwear 
No chance or change (hall wreft it from thy bofom. 
Jaffeir. 
When thou wouldft bind me, is there need of oaths ? 
(Creen-fickneis girls lofe maidenheads with fuch 

counters) 
^or thou'rt fi> near my heart, that thou ma.^*& ^t& 
lu bottom/ found its ftrengdi and fitmnidb Xk> >^t&^ 
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Is coward, fooI> or villain in my face ? 
If I feem none of thefe, I dare believe 
Thou wouldft not ufe me in a little caufe 
For 1 am fit for honour's rougheft tafk; 
Nor ever yet found fooling was ndy province ; 
And for a villanous inglori6us fcnterprize, 
I kndw (hy heart fb well, I dare lay mine 
Befofe thee, fet it to what point thou wilt, 
Pierre. 

Nay, it's a caufe thou wilt be fond of, Jdffeir^ 
For it is founde3 on the nobleft bafis. 
Our liberties, our natural inheritance ; 
There^s no felrgton, nO hypocHfy ih't ; 
We'll do the bufinefs, and ne'er faft and pray for'(; 
Openly a6l a deed the world ftiall gaze 
With wonder at, and eiivy when tis done. 
Jaffeir, 

For liberty ! 

K ' PURRlfc* 

For liberty, myfiriendf ' 
Thou (hah be' freed from bafe Pnuli\ tyranny,- 
And thy fequeftred fortiines heaPd again. 
I (hail be freed from thofe opprobrious wrongs 
That prefs me now, and bend my fpirit downward 
All Venice htti and every growing merit 
Succeed to its juft right : fools fhall be pulPd 
From wifdom's feat ; thofe baleful tmclean birds» 
Tho{e Jazy owls who (perchM 6ear fortune's top]p'^ 
Sit only watchful wfti tJidt \Lwn "^^^t^ '''' 
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To cuff down new-fledg*d virtues, that would rife 
To nobler heights, and make the grove harmonious. 
Jaffeir. 
What can I do ? 

FiBRRE. 

Ganil thou not kill a fenator ? 
Jaffeir, 
Were there one wife or honeft, I would kill him 
For herding^ with that neft of fools and knaves. 
By all my wrongs, thou talk'ft as if revenge 
Were to be had, and the brave ftory warms me. 
Pierre. 
Swear then ! 

Jaffeir. 
I do, by all thofe glittering ftars 
And yon great ruling planet of the night! 
By all good powers above, and ill below ! 
By love and friendfibip^ dearer than my life ! 
No power or death (hall make me falfe to thee. 
Pierre. 
Here we embrace, and Til unlock my heart. 
A counciPs held hard by, where the deftrudlion 
Of this great empire*s hatching : there Til lead theel 
But be A man, for thou'rt to mix with men 
Fit to difturb the peace of all the world. 
And rule it when it's wildeft — 
Jaffeir. 
I give thee thanks 
For this kind warning : yes, TU bt ^ m9ca> 
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And charge dice, Pierre, whene'er thoa f«e*ft my ftars 
Betray tne lefs, to rip this heart of mine 
Out of my bread, and (hew it for a coward's. 
Come let's be gone, for from this hour I chace 
All little thoughts, all tender human follies 
Out of my bofom : vengeance Ihall have room : 
Revenge ! 

Pierre. 
And liberty ! , 

Jaffeir. 

Revenge! revenge — ^Exeunt » 

The SCENE changes to AQVILIIXA'^ hwje, 
the Greek Courtezan. 

Enter RENAULT. 
Renault. 

Why was my choice, ambition, the worft ground 
A wretch can boild on ? it's indeed, at dtftincc, 
A goodly profpe6(, tempting to the view ; 
The height delights usj and the mountain-top 
Looks beautiful, becaufe it's nigh to heav'n ; 
But wc ne'er think how fandy's the foundation, 
What ftorm will batter, and what tempeft (hake us. 
Who's there ? 

Enter S P I N O S A. 
Spinosa. 
Renault, Good-morrow! for by this time 
I think the fcalc of night has tum'd the balance. 
And weighs op monv\Bg\\\^s\^^i^«k^t^O«L\.^^«^^tt 
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Renault. 
Yes; docks will go as they are ifet : but man» 
Irregular man's ne'er conftant, never certain : 
^'vc fpcnt at lead three precious hours of darkncfe 
In waiting duU attendance ; *tis the curfe 
Of diligent virtue to be nuzt, like mine, 
"With giddy tempers, fouls but half refolv'd, 
SriNOSA. 
Hell feize that foul amongfl us, it can frighten. 

RENAUJL.T. 

What's then the caufe that I am here alone ? 
Why are we not together ? 

Enter ELIOT. 

O Sir, welcome ! 
You are an Englijhman : when treafon's hatching, 
One might have thou^ you'd not have been behind 
In what whore's lap, have you been lolling ? [hand ; 
Give but an Englijhman his whore, and eafe, 
Beef and a fea-coal-firer he's jour's for ever. 

£l.IOT. 

Frenchman^ you are fancy, 

RfNAUi^T, 

How! 
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Enter BEDAxMAR the Amhajfador, THEODORE, 
BRAMVEIL, DURAND, BRABE, REVILLIDO, 
MEZZANA, TERNON, RETROSI, Confpiratoru 

Bedamar. 

At diflFerence ! fy : 
Is this a time for quarrels ? thieves and rogues 
Fall out and brawl : fhould men of your high calling, 
Men feparated by the choice of providence 
From the grofs heap of mankind, and fet here 
In this adembly, as in one great jewel, 
T' adorn the braved purpofe it e'er fmil'd on; 
Should you, like boys, wrangle for trifles ? 
Renault. 

Boys ! 
Bedamar. 
Renault^ thy hand ! 

Renault, 
I thought rd given my heart 
Long fincc to every man that mingles here ; 
But grieve to find it trufted with fuch tempers. 
That can't forgive my forward age its weaknefs. 
Bedamar. 
Eliot i thou once hadft virtue ; I have feen 
Thy ftubborn temper bend with god-like goodnefs, 
Not half thus courted : 'Tis thy nation's glory, | ^ 

To hug the foe that offers brave alliance. 
Once more embrace, my friends, — we'll all embrac^^ 
United thus, we are the tmg)\t7 ^^i^^^ 
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Maft twift this rooted empire from its bafis ! 
^ I Totters not it already ? 

Eliot. 

Would 'twere tumbling. 
Bedamar. 
Nay it fhall down : this night we feal its ruin. 

Enter PIERRE. 
Oh ! Pierrct thou art welcome ! 
Come to my bread, for by its hopes thou look'ft 
Lovclily dreadful, and the fate of Venice 
Seeras on thy fword already. Oh my Murs / 
The poets that firft feignd a God of Wfir 
Sore prophefy'J of thee. 

Pierre, 
Friends ! was not Brutus^ 
(1 mean that Brutus ^ who in open fenate 
Stabb'd the firft Cafar that ufurp'd the world) 
A gallant man ? 

Renault. 

Yes, and Catiline too ; 
The' ftory wrong his fame : for he confpir*d 
To prop the reeling glory of his country : 
His caufe was good. 

Bedamar. 

And ours as much above it. 
As Renault^ thou'rt fuperior to Cetkegus, 
Or Pierre to Cafius^ 

Pierre. 
Then to what we aim at,^ 
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When do we ftart ? oc moft we talk for cter ? 
Bedamar. 
No, Pierre^ the deed's aear birth : fate fcems to have fet 
The bufinefs up, and given it to our care : 
I hope there's not a heart or hand amongft us 
But is firm and ready. 

All. 
All ! 

We'll die with Bedamar, 
Bedamar. 
Oh men, 
Matchlcfs, as will your glory be hereafter ; 
The game is for a matchlefs prize, if won ; 
If loft, difgraceful ruin. 

Renault, 

What can lofe it ! 
The public flock's a beggar \ one Venetian 
Truds not another : look into their fiores 
Of general fafety ; empty magazines, 
A tatter'd fleet, a murmuring unpaid army. 
Bankrupt nobility, a harrafs'd commonalty, 
A fadious, giddy, and divided fenate, 
Is all the ftrength of Venice : let's deftroy it; 
Lefs fill their magazines with arms to awe them, 
Man out their fleet, and make their trade maintain itj 
Let loofe the murmuring army on their mafter$. 
To pay themfelvcs with plunder, lop their nobles . 
To the bafe roots, whence moft of 'em firft fprung;. 
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J^flave the rout» whom fmarting "will make humble; 
Tarn oat their dronbg ienatey and pofleis 
That feat of empire which our fouls are fram'd for. 
Pierre. 
Ten thoufand men are armed, at yoUr nod, 
Commanded ail by leaders fit to guide 
-A battle for the freedom of the world ; 
This wretched ftate has ftarv'd them in its fervice, 
Aiid, by your bounty quicken'd, they're refolv'd 
To fervc your glory, and revenge their own : 
They've all their different quarters in this city, 
'Watch for th' alarm, and grumble 'tis {o tardy. 
Bedamar. 
I doubt not, friend, but thy unwearied diligence 
Has ftill kept walking, and it (hall have eafe ; 
After thb night it is refolv'd we meet 
No more, dU Vtmce own os for her lords. 

PiKRRS. 

How lovelily the Adriatic whwe, 
Drefs'd in her fbimes, will (faine ! devouring flames ! 
Such as fhall bum her to the wat'ry bottom* 
And hifs in her foundation. 

Bedamar. 
Kow if any 
Amoqgft us, that own^ this glorious cau(c. 
Have friends or intereft he'd wi(h to fave, 
Let it be told ; the general doom is feal*d ; 
But I'd forego the hopes of a world's empire^ 
Rather than wound the bowek oC mif &\«ii^« 
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PlE&RB. 

I muft confefs, you there have touch 'd my weakncfi. 
I have a friend ; hear it, and fuch a friend ! 
My heart was ne'er (hut to him. Nay, 1*11 tell you. 
He knows the very bufinefs of this hour; 
But he rejoices in the caufc, and loves it; 
M'^e've chang'd a vow, to live and die together^ 
And he's at hand to ratify it here. 
Renault. 

How ! all betray'd ? 
Pierre. 
No — ' — I've dealt nobly with you : 
I've brought my all into the public (lock ; 
Tad but one friend, and him l!ll (hare amongft you : 
Receive and cheriih him : or if, when feen 
And fearch'd, you find him worthlefs; as my tongue 
Has lodg'd this fecret in his faithful breaft. 
To eafe your fears I Y^ear a dagger here. 
Shall rip it out again, and give you reft. 
Come forth, thou only good I e'er could bead of, 
Enfer J A F F E I R ivith a dagger. 
Bedamar. 
His prefence bears the fliew of manly virtue ! 

Jaffeir. 
I know you'll wonder all, that, thus uncalPd, 
I dare approach this place of fatal councils ; 
But I'm amongft you, and by heav'n it glads me. 
To fee fo many virtues thus united, 
To reftore juftice, and dethrone oppreffion. 
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Command this fword, if you would have it quiet. 
Into this breaft ; but if you think it worthy 
To cut the throats of reverend rogues in robes. 
Send me into the curs'd adetnbled fenate; 
It (brinks not, tho* I meet a father there. 
Would you behold this city flaming ? Here** 
A hand (hall bear a lighted torch at noon 
To th' Arfenali and fet its gates on fire. 

RtNAU2«T. 

You talk this well, Sir. 

Jafpeir. 
Nay — by heav'n I'll do this. 
Come, come, I read dt(lru(l in all your faces. 
You fear me a villain ; and indeed tis odd 
To hear a Granger talk thus at firft meeting. 
Of matters that have bccn^ fo well debated. 
But I come ripe with wrongs, as you with councils ; 
I hate this fenate, am a foe to Venia: 
A friend to none, but men refolv'd like me, 
To pufh on mifchief . Oh did you but know one* 
I need not talk thus ! 

Bbdamar. 

Pierre! I muft embrace him. 
My heart beats to this man as if it knew him. 
Renault. 
I never lov'd thefe buggers. 

JAPPEIR. 

StiU I fee, 
The caufc deiighu me not. Your friends forvey me 
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As I were dangerous — but I come arm' J 
Againft all doubts, and to your truft will give 
A pledge, worth more than all the world can pay fort 
'Mj Belvidera! Ho! ^j Behidera! 
Bedamar. 
What wonders next ? 

JAFFEIR. 

Let me in treat you. Sirs, 
As I have henceforth hopes to call ye friends. 
That all but the ambalTador, and this 
Grave guide of councils, with my friend that owns mc. 
Withdraw a while, to fpare a woman's blufhes. 

lExeu»t all hut Bed. Ren. Jaff. Pier. 
Bedamar. 
Whither will all this ceremony lead us ? 

Jaffeir 
t/lj Behiderai Ho! mj BelvideraJ 

Enter BELVIDERA. 

Belvidera. 
Who calls fo loud at this late peaceful hour ? 
That voice was wont to come in gentle whifpers. 
And fill my ears with the fbft breath of love : 
Thou hourly image of my thoughts, where art thoo? 
Jaffeir. 
Indeed 'tis late. 

Belvidera. 

Oh 1 1 have fleept and dreamt, 
And dreamtagain : where haft thou been, thou loitern^ 
Tho* fay eyes clos*d » uvy ^xti:»\LW^^'i^.\i^^Q:^^c||*l\ '; 
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Slretch'd every day betwixt my broken fldrobers. 
To fearch if thou wert come to crown my reft ; 
There's no repofe without thee : oh the day 
Too foon will break, and wake us to our forrow; 
Come, come to bed, and bid thy cares good-night. 
Jaffbir. 

Oh Belvideral we muft change thcfccnc 
In which the paft dehghts of life were taftcd : 
The poor fleep little ; we muft learn to watch 
Our labours late and early every morning. 
•Midft winter frofts, thin clad and fed with fparing, 
Rife to our toils, and drudge away the day. 
Belvidera. 

Alas I where am 1 1 whither is't you lead me ! 
Methinks 1 read diftra^Hon in your face ! 
Something lefs gentle than the fate you tell me : 
You (hake and tremble too 1 your blood runs cold ! 
Heav'nsguard my love^and blefs his heart with patience ! 
Jaffbir. 

That I have patience, let our fate bear witnefs, 
Who has ordain 'd it fo, that thou and I, 
(Thou the divineft good man e'er poflefs'd. 
And 1, the wretched'ft of the race of man) • 
This very hour, without one t^r, muft part. 
Bblvidera. 

Fart! muft we part ? Oh am I then forfaken ? 
Will my love caft me off \ have my misfortmies 
Offended him fo highly, that he*ll leave me ? 
Wbj drag: 70U from me ? vrliiOaw att -^cya ^v&%^ 
Z 2 



Ij6 VENICE PRESERVD: Or* 

My dear ! my life ! my Ioyc ! r 

Jaffeir. ^^ 

Oh friends ! 
Belvidera. 

Speak to me. 
Jaffeir. 
Take her from my heart, 
Shell gain fuch hold elfc, I (hall ne'er get loofe. 
I charge thee take her, hut with tender'ft care, 
ilelieve her troubles and affiiage her forrows. 
Renault. 
Rife, madam ! and command amongft your fervants* 

Jaffeir. 
To you. Sirs, and your honours, I bequeath hcr,^ 
And with her this ; whene'er I prove unworthy — 

{Gives a dagger. 
You know the reft, — Then Arike it to her heart ; 
And tell her, he who three whole happy years 
Lay in her arms, and each kind night repeated 
The paflionate vows of ftill increafmg love. 
Sent that reward for all her truth and fofierings. 
Bblvidbra, 
Nay, take my life, fince he has fold k cheaply; 
Or fend me to fome diftant clime your flave ; 
But let it be far off, left my complainings 
Should reach his guilty ears, and fhake his peace, 

Jaffeir. ifi^ 

No, Belvidera^ Tve contrived thy honour; ;^>i 

Truft to my faiths and be bnt fortune kix4 , ' *^l:3 
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me, as I'll prefervc that faith unbroken, 
len next we meet, Til lift thee to a height, 
11 gather all the gazing world about thee, 
wonder what ftrange virtue plac'd thee there, 

if we ne'er meet more 

Belvidera. 

Oh thou unkind one ! 
r meet more I have I deferv'd this from you ? 
k on me, tell me ; fpeak, thou dear deceiver, 
y am I feparated from thy love ? 
am falie, accufe me ; but if true, 
't, pr'ythee don't in poverty forfake me, 
pity the fad heart, that's torn with parting* 
hear me ! yet recal me — ^Exe, Ren. Bed./iWBelv* 

JAFFEIR. 

Oh my eyes ! 
c not that way, but turn yourfelves a while 
my heart, and be wean'd altogether, 
friend, where art thou ? 

Pierre. 
ere, my honour's brother, 
Jaffeir. 
Belvidera gone ? 

Pierre 
Renault has led her 
c to her own apartment; but, by heav'n ! 
\n mMft not fee her more 'till our work's over. 
Jaffeir, 
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PiBR&E. 

Not for yoor life, 

Jaffeir. 

Oh Pierre ! wert thou but (be, 
How I could pull thee down into my heart. 
Gaze on thee till my eye.-ftrings crackt with love, 
Till all my fmews with its fire extended, 
Fixt me upon the rack of ardent longing; 
Then fwelling, Cghing, raging, to be bleft, 
Come like a panting turtle to thy bread, 
On thy foft bofom, hovering, bill and play, 
Confefs the caufe why laft I fled away; 
Own 'twas a fault, but fwear to give it o'er. 
And never follow falfe ambition more, {Exeunt 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter AQVlhl^k and her Maid. 

AquiLiNA. 
/■ ^ ELL him I am gone to bed : tell him I ai 
'""X not at home; tell him I've better compao 
with me, or any thing ; tell him in (bort I will n( 
fee him, the eternal troublefome vexatious fool : he 
worfe company than an ignorant phyficianrr 
not be difturb'd at thefe unfeafouable hours. 
Maid. 
But, madam 1 he'slicte^kt^d^ ^yxftentftt'd tli 
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AqUILINA. 

Turn him out again, you unneceflary, ufelefs, 
giddy-brain'd afs! if he will not be gone, fet the 
boafe a-fire and burn us both : Td rather meet a toad 
in my difli, than that old hideous animal in my cham* 
ber to-night. 

Enfer ANTONIO. 
Antonio. 
Nackj/y Nacky^ Nacky^ — how doft do, Nacky? 

harry, durry, I am come, little Nacky; paft eleven 
o'clock, a late hour; time in all confcience to go to 
bed, Nacky — Nacky did I fay ? Ay, Nacky y Jqu/iina, 
Una, Unaf lina, quilina^ qut/ina, quUina^ Jquilinat 
^aquflina, Naquilina, Acky^ Acky, Nacky^ Nacky^ 

^ueen Nacky — —come let's to bed you fubbs, 

you pug you you little pufs— — purree, tuzzy 

1 am a fenator. 

AqUILINA. 

You are a fool, I am fure. 

Antonio. 

May be fo too, fweet-heart. Never the worfe fc«\» , 
nator for all that. Come, Nacky y Nacky ^ let's ^^avlM 
a game at romp, Nacky, ^ 

AqUILINA. 

You would do well, fignior, to be troublefome here 
no longer, but leave me to myfelf ; be fober and go 
home. Sir, 

Antonio. 

Home, Madona! ' 
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A<^UtLIKA. 

Ay, homei Sir. Who ami? 

ANtONIO. 

Madonat as I take it, you are my -you arc — ^ 

thou an my h'ttle Nicky ^ Nacky that's all ! 

Aquilina. 

I find you are rcfolv'd to be troublefome; and fo 
to make fhort of the matter in few words, I hate yon» 
deteft you, loathe you, I am weary of you, fick of 
you— -—hang you. you are an old, filly, impertinent, 
impotent* foliicitous coxcomb ; crazy in your headt 
and lazy in your body, love to be meddling with every 
thing, and if you had not money, you are good for 
nothing. 

Antonio* 

Good for nothing I Hurry durry, I'll try that pre- 
fently. Sixty-one years old, and good for nothing; 
that's brave. \To the Maid.'] Come, come, come, 
Mrs Fiddle-faddle, turn you out for a feafon; goi 
turn out I fay, it is our will and pleafure to be pri- 
vate fome moments out, out when you are bid too 

—[Pa// her out and locks the door,"] Good for nothingi 
you fay ? 

AquiLiNA. 

Why, what are you good for ? 
Antonio. 

In the firfl place* madam, I am old, and cdirt^j 
tjuently very wife, very wife, Madona^ d'ye mark 
in the fecond place, take notice, if you pleafe^ 
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am a fenator, and when I think fit can make Qieechesi 
MadonH. Hurry dorry, I can make a fpccch in the 
fenatehoufe now and then-— would make your hair 
^d ^ end, Madona. 

AqUlLINA. 

What €are I for your fpeecheS in the fenate houfe ? 
if you -would be but fiient here, I fhould thank you. 
AfirDNio. 

Why, I can make fpeeches to thee to6, my lovely 
Mad6na ; for example — My cruel fair one, 
^akes 0Uf a purfe t>f golds and at every ftaufijhakes it. 
SiBcc it is my fate, that you flioold with youi* fervaht 

angry prove ; tho* late at night 1 hope 'tis not 

tec late with thl^ to gain reception for my love 

There's for thee, my little Nivky Nacky take It^ 

here take it-^I fay take iti or I'll throw it at your 
head'^how Bow^ rtbdl ! 

Af^UlLINi. 

Truly, my illuftrious fenator^ I muft cohfefs your 
ioncrur is at pr&f<(nt mofl: profoundly eloqiient indeed. 

AKTONlb. 

Very well : come tiow let's fit down and think u- 
poii't a little — come; fit, I fay — fit down by me a 
Jfelle, my Nicky Naeky^ ha — '\Sits dovjn.^ Hurry 
dBtry — good for nothing 

No, Sir, if you pleafe I can know my didance and (land* 

Antonio. 
Stand ;'iiow? Aaciy up and Idovml 'tjV^l ^«qA«X 
A a 
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iQc exclaim with the poet» 

Sbenu me a caufe more pitiful ^ nvho caft, 
A ftanding ivoman, and a falling man 

Hurry durry — — not fit down fee this, ye j 

You won't fit down ? 

A QUI LIN A. 

No, Sir. 

Antonio. 

Then look you now, fuppofe me a bull, a Bafan- 
bull, the bull of bulls, or any bull. Thus up I get, 
and with my brows thus bent — 1 broo, I fay I broo, 
I broo, I broo. You won't fit down, will you — I 

broo, 

\Bell(nx)s like a hull^ an(f drives berahouU 
Aqvilxna. 

"Well, Sir, I muft endure this. \Shefits do^n. 

Now your honour has been a bull, pray what beaft 
will your worfliip pleafe to be next ? 
Antonio. 

Now, ril be a fenator again, and thy lover, little 
Nicky Nackyl \he fits by ber\ Ah ! toad, toad, toadf 
toad ! fpit in my face a little, Nacky — r— -Ipit in my 
face, pr'ythee, fpit in my face never io little: §i 

b^ut a little bit fpit, fpit, fpit, fpit when you ait 

bid I fay; do, pr'ythee fptt now, now, now i^|« 

what you won't fpit, will you \ Then I'll be a (fe^i, 

A qui LIN A. "'^ 

A dog, my lord I 




A PLOT DISCOVER'D. 183 

Antonio. 
Ay, a dog— and 1*11 give thee this t'other purfe to 
let me be a dog — and ufe me like a dog a little. Harry 

dairy — 1 will— here 'tis [Gives the purfe, 

Aquilina. 

Well, with all my heart. But let me befeech your 

dogfbip to play your tricks over as faft as you can, 

that you may come to (linking the fooner, and be 

turn'd out of doors as you deferve. 

Antonio. 

Ay, ay, ^no matter for that that (han't 

move me— IHe gets under the table'] Now bough, 

waugh waugh, bbugh waugh [^Barks iike a dog* 

^ Aquilina, 
Hold, hold, hold, Sir, I befeech you : what is*t 
you do ? If curs bite, they mud be kickt, Sir. Do 
you fee, kickt thus. 

Antonio. 
Ay, with all my heart: do, kick, kick on, now I 
am under the table, kick again — kick harder — harder 

yet, bough waugh, waugh, waugh, bough odd 

I'll have a fnap at thy (bins — bough waugh waught 
waugh bough odd (he kicks bravely 

AquILINA. 

Nay, then I'll go another way to work with you : 
and I think here's an indrument fit for the purpofe ! 

\F etches a 'whip and a helL 
What, bite your miftrefs. Sirrah I out, out of doors, 
you dog, to kennel and be hang'd — bite your miftrefi 
A a 2 
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hj the legs, you rogue [^SAe tubips bim^ 

AVTONIO. 

Naj, pr'yxhee Nacky^ now thou art too (ovi&g : 
borry ducrj, od4 1*11 be a dog qo longer. 

AqUILINA. 

Nay^ none of your fawning and grinning ; but be. 
gone, or. here^s the difciptioe : what, bite your mU^ 

trefs by the legs* you mungril ? out of doocs r 

bout, hout, to kennel, firrah I go« 
Antonio. 

This is very barbarous ufage, Nach^^ very bar- 

b^ou«: look you, I will notr go 1 will not ilir 

fcom the door, that I refblve-^— hurry durry, what» 

fhut me out ? t^^' luhips him out, 

AqujviNA* 

Ay, and if you cope here apy more to*night TU 
bave my footman lug you, you cur : what, bite your 
poor miftrefs Nacky^ firrah ! 

Enter UA.\l>. 

Maid. 
Heav'ns, madam! wha^Vthe matter? 

\_He honuh at the d^or Ifke a dc^ 
AqyiLiifA. 
Call my footmen hither prefently. 

Enter tnvo FOOTMEN, 
Maid. 
They are, here already* madam; the houfe is alt 
siarm^d v^itb a ftrange noife, that no body knows 
'fibf^ to maj^e of. 
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Go all of you, and tivrn that troublefome bead in 
the next room out of my boufe — *f f ever fee hJm 
'within thefe walls again, without my leave for his 
admittance, you fn^al^ing rogues — Til have you 
poifon'd. gU» ppifoA'd like cats: every corner of the 
houfe ihall (link of one of you : go, and learn here- 
?rfter to know my pleasure. So now for my Pifirrn .* 
Thus when the godlike lover is difpleas'd. 
We facrificp our fool, ajid he> appeas'di. [Exc^. 

S C E N E JL 

Enter BELVIDERA. 
Qklyid^ra. 
I'm facrific'd ! I'm fold! Betrayed to flbamc I 
Inevitable ruin has iaclos'd me ! 
No fooner was I to my bed repaired. 
To weigh and (weeping) ponder my condition, 
But the old hoary wretch, to.whofe falfe care 
My peace and honour was entrufted, came 
(Like Tarquin) ghaftly with infernal luft. 
Oh thou Roman Lucr^ce! thou CQuldft find feiends l(y 

vindicate thy wrong; 
I never had but oqcj and he*s prov'd falfe; 
He that fhoul4 guard my virtue> has betrayed it; 
J^ft me, undone me ! Oh that I qopid hate him ! 
IjVhcr^ ftalU go J Oh whither, whither wander ^ 



l86 VENICE PRESERVI?^: Or, 

Enter JAFFEIR. 
Jaffeir, 

Can Behidera want a refting place, 
When thefc poor arms are open to receive her ? 
Oh 'tis in vain to ftruggle with deiires 
Strong as my love to thee ; for every moment 
I'm from thy fight, thy heart within my bofom 
Moans like a tender infant in its cradle, 
Whofe nurfe had left it : come, and with the fongs 
Of gentle love perfuade it to its peace. 
Belvidera. 

I fear the ftubborn wanderer will not own me ; 
'Tis grown a rebel to be ruled no longer. 
Scorns the indulgent bofom that firflluU'd it; 
And, like a difobedient child, difdains 
The foft authority of Belvidera. 

JAFFEI&9 

There was a time 

Belvidera. 

Yes, yes, there was a time 
When Behideras tears, her cries, and forrows. 
Were not defpis'd ; when if fhe chanc'd to (igh. 
Or look but fad ; — there was indeed a time 
When Jaffeir would have ta'cn her in his arms, 
Eas'd her declining head upon his breaft. 
And never left her till he found the caufe. 
But let her now weep fcas. 
Cry till (he rend the earth ; figh till (he burft 
Her heart afunder ; dill he bears it all,* 
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I>eaf as the wind, and as the rocks undiaken, 
Jaffeir, 
Have I been deaf? am I that rock unmov'd, 
Againft whofe root, tears beat, and fighs are fent ? 
In vain have I beheld thy forrows calmly ? 
Witnefs againil me> Heav'ns ! have I done this ? 
Then bear me in a whirlwind back again. 
And let that angry dear one ne'er forgive me ! 
Oh thou too raihiy cenfur'ft of my love ! 
Could'ft thou but think how I have fpent this night. 
Dark and alone, no pillow to mj head. 
Reft in my eyes, nor quiet in my heart, 
Thou wouldft not, BelvIJera, fure thou wouidd not. 
Talk to me thus, but, like a pitying angel. 
Spreading thy wings, come fettle on my breaft. 
And hatch warm comfort there, ere forrows freeze. 

B£LVIDSRA. 

Why then, poor mourner, in what baleful corner 
Haft thou been talking with that witch the night ? 
On \^hat cold ftone haft thou been ftretch'd along. 
Gathering the grumbling winds about thy head. 
To mix with theirs the accents of thy woes ! 
Oh ! now I find the caufe my love forfakes me : 
I am no longer fit to bear a (hare 
In his concernments : my weak female virtue 
Muft not be trufted ; 'tis too frail and tender. 
Jaffeir, 

Oh Porcia ! Porcia! What a foul was thine I 
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That Porcla was a v^tftin ; and when Brutus^ ■ 
Big with thefateof /?<?w<?, (Heav'h guard thy fafety!) 
C6nceard from her the labours of his mind, 
She let him fee her blood was great as his, 
Flow'd from a fpting as noble, and a heatt 
Fit to partake his troubles, as his love : 
Fetch, fetch that dagger bafck, th6 drejidful dow6r 
Thou gav*ft laft night in patting with roe ; ftrike it 
Here to my heart, and as the blbod flows froiil it, 
Judge if it run not pure as Ciito\ daughter's. 

JAFPEIIL. 

Thou art too good, and I ihdedd ilnwtirthjr, 
Unworthy fo much virtue : teach me hoV^r 
I may deferve fuch matchlefs Ibv^ ai thift^. 
And fee with what attention Til obey th6fc. 

BfiLVlbfeRA, 

Do not defpife me : that's the all 1 kfk. 
Defpife thee! Hearme-^-^ 

BELt^kftERA. 

Oh thy charming tongue 
Is but too well acquainted with my weakne{s.; 
Knows, let it name but love, my melting heart 
Diffolves within my breaft ; till with clos'd eyes 
I reel into thy arms, and all's forgotten. 

jAt^FEIR. 

WhatfhaUldo? 
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Belvidera. 
Tell me ! be jiift, and tell me, 
"Why dwells that bufy cloud upon thy face ? 
Why am I made a ftranger? why that figh, 
And I not know the caufe ? Why when the world 
Is wrapt in reft, why chufes then my love 
To wander up and down in horrid darknefs. 
Loathing his bed, and thefe deflring arms ? 
Why are thefe eyes bloodfhot with tedious watching ? 
Why ftarts he now ? and looks as if he wifh'd 
His fate were finifli'd ? Tell me, eafe my fear ; 
Left, when we next time meet, I want the power 
To fearch into the ficknefs of thy mind. 
But talk as wildly then as thou looked now.. 
Jaffeir. 
Oh, Bfilvidera! 

Belvidera. 
Why was I laft night deliver'd to a villain ? 

Jaffb^ir. 
Ha ! a villain ? 

Belvidera. 
Yes ! to a villain ! Why at fuch an hour 
Meets that affembly, all made up of wretches. 
That look as hell has drawn 'em into league ? 
\Vhy, I in this hand, and in that a dagger, 
\Vas I delivered with fuch dreadful ceremonies ? 
•* To you. Sirs, and your honour I bequeath her, 
*• And with her this : whene'er I prove unworthy, 
*' You know the reft, then ftriU \X Xo\i^t\vKK^V^ 
Bb 
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Oh ! why's that reft conccard from mc \ muft I 
Be made the hoftagoiof a helliih truft ? 
For fuch I know I am ; that's all my value! 
But by the love and loyalty I owe thee, 
ril free thee from the bondage of thefe flaves; 
Strait to the fenate, tell 'em all I know. 
All thati thmky all that my fears inform me. 
Jaffeik. 
Is this the Roman virtue ! this the blood 
That boafts its purity with Cato^^ daughter ! 
"Would (he have e'er betray 'd her Brutus? 

BbL VOIDER A, 

No, 
For Brutus trufted her : wert thou fo kind, 
What would not Belvidera fuffer for thee ? 
Jaffeir, 
I (hall undo myfelf, and tell thee all. 

Belvidera. 
Look not upon me as I am a woman. 
But as a bone, thy wife, thy friend ; who long 
Has had admiflion to thy heart, and there 
Study'd the virtues of thy gallant nature ; 
Thy conftancy, thy courage and thy truth. 
Have been my daily lefTon : I have leam'd 'em 
And bold as thou, can fuffier or defpife 
The worft of fates for thee; and with thee (hare 'em. 
Jaffeir. 
Oh ! thou divined Power I look down and hea^ 
My prayers! inftrufl me to reward thisvirtue^l - j^r 
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Yet think a little, ere thoa tenapt-mc further; 
Think Vrc a tale to tell will fli^ thy nature. 
Melt all this boafted.conQanc; thou talked of 
Into vile tears and defpicable forrows : 
Then if thou fhould*ft betray me ! 
Belvidbra. 

Shall I fwear |^ 
Jaffeir.. 
No, io not fwear : I would not violate 
Thy tender nature with fo rude a bond : 
But as thou hopes to fee me live my days. 
And love thee long, lock this within thy breaft; 
iVe bound myfelf by all the ftrideft facraments^ 

pivine and human 

. Belvidera. 
Speak i 
Jaffeir. 

To kill thy father 

Belvxdera. 
My father! 

Jaffeir. 
Nay the throats of the whole fenate 
Shall bleed, my Belvidera : be amongft us 
That fpares his father, brother, or his friend. 
Is damn'd. How rich and beauteous will the face 
Of ruin look, when thefe wide ftreets run blood ! 
I, and the glorious, partners of my fortune. 
Shouting, and (Iriding o'er theproftrate dead, 

StiU to new waite ! wbilft thou, far off m fafety, 
Bb a 
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Smiling, (halt fee the wonders of our daring; 
And when night com«, with praife and love receive met 
Belvidera, 

Oh! 

Jaffeir. 
Have a care, and ftirink not even in thougbt ! 

For if thou do'ft 

Belvidera. 

I know it, thoa wilt kill me. 
Do, ftrike thy fword into this bofom : lay roe 
Dead on the earth, and then thou wilt be fafe. 
Murder my father I Tho' his cruel nature 
Has perfecuted me to nay undoing; 
Driven me to bafell wants ; can I behold hioi. 
With fmiles of vengeance, butcher'd in his age? 
The facred fountain of my life deftroy'd ? 
And can'ft thou (bed the blood that gave me being? 
Nay, be a traitor too, and fell thy country ? 
Can thy great heart defcend fo vilely low. 
Mix with hir'd flaves, bravoes, and common ftabbers, 
Nofe-flitters, ally-lurking villains ! Join 
With fuch a crew, and take a ruffian's wages. 
To cut the throats of wretches as they fleep ? 
Jaffeir. 

Thou wrong*ft me, Belvidera ! I've engag*d 
With men of fouls : fit to reform the ills 
Of all mankind : there's not a heart amongft themi 
But's ftout as death, yet honeft as the nature 
Of man fird made, ere firaud and vice were foihions. 
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Bblyidbra. 
bat'sbe, to whofc curd hands laft night thou gav^ft 
that well done ? Oh ! I could tell a ftory [oie ? 
Id rouze thy Hon -heart out of its deOj 
make it rage with terrifying fury. 

Jaffeir.. 
sak on» I charge thee ! 

.BSLYIDERA. * 

Oh my love ! if ere 
Belvid<ra*% peace deferve thy care, 
ove me from this place : lad night, lad night ! 

Jaffeir. 
dradl me not, but give me all the truth. 

Belyidbra. 
> fooner wert thou gone, and I alone, 
in the power of that old fon of mifchief ; 
)oner was I laid on my fad bed, 
hat vile wretch approach'd me ; loofe unbutton'd, 
y for violation : then my heart 
)bb'd with its fears : oh how I wept and figh'd, 
fhrunk and trembled ! wiih'd in vain for him 
t fhould proted me. Thou, alas ! wert gone» 

Jaffbir. 
itience, fwcet heav'n ! 'till I make vengeance fure. 

Belvidera. 
e drew the hideous. dagger forth thou gav*d him, 
with upbraiding fmiles he faid, «• Behold it, 
his is the pledge of a falfe hufband's love :" 
in mj arms then pred, and would have clafp'd me ; 
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But with my cries I feared his coward heart. 
Till he withdrew, and mutterM tows to heil. 
Thcfc are thy friends ! with thefe thy life, thy honour, 
Thy love, all ftak'd, and all will go to ruin. 
Jaffeir. 

No more : I charge thee keep this fecret clofe; 
Clear up tfiy forrows, look as if thy vrrongs 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a friend, 
As no complaint were made. No more ; retire, 
Retire, my life, and doubt not of my honour ; 
ril heal its failings, and deferve thy love. 
Belvidera. 

Oh (hould I part with thee, I fear thou wile 
In anger leave me, and return no more. 

jAFFfilR. 

Return no more ! I would not live without thcc 
Another night to purchafe the creation. 
Bblvidbra. 
When fhall we^meet again? 

JAFPIBR. 

Anon at twelve ! 
Ill ftcal myfelf to thy cxpeaing arms. 
Come like a travelled dove, and bring thcc peace* 
Belvidbra. 



Indeed I 



JAFFBIR. 

By all our loves ! 

BELyiOERA. . 
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Bnt fare no falfliood ever looked fo fairly. 

Farewel, remember twelve. t^x/V. 

JAFFEIR. 

Let Heav'n forget me 
'When I remember not thy truth, thy love. 
How curft Is my condition, tofs*d and juftled 
From every comer ; fortune's common fool, 
Tlie jeft of rogues, an inftrumental afs 
For villains to lay loads of fhame upon. 
And drive about juft for their eafe and fcorn. 
Enter PIERRE. 

PiBRRB. 

J affair I 

. Jaffeir. 
Who calls! 

PiBRRE. 

A friend that could have wiA'd 
T'have found thee otherwife employ*d : what, hunt 
A wife on the dull foil ! fure a (launch hufband. 
Of all hounds is the dulleft ? Wilt thou never. 
Never be wean'd from candles and confedlions ? 
'What feminine tale haft thou been lilPning to, 
Ofonair'd fbirts, catarrhs, and tooth-ach, got 
^7 thin-fol'd fhoes ? Damnation ! that a fellow, 
Chofen to be a fliarer in the deftru^ion 
Of a whole people, ihpuld fneak thus in comers. 
To eafe his fulfome lufts, and fool his mind. 
Jaffeir. 
May not si man then trifle out 9ai\iCfO!( 



196 VENICE PRESERV'D: Of, 
'With a kind woman> and not Wrong his calling.' 

PlERKC. 

Not in a caufe like ours. 

Jaffeir, 

Then friend, our caufe 
Is in a datnn'd condition : for Til tell thee, 
That canker-worm caJPd Letchery has touch'd it; 
'Tis tainted vilely: would'Q: thou think it, Renaultt 
(That mortify'd old withered winter-rogue) 
Loves fimple fornication like a 4>rieft. 
I found him out for watering at my wife : 
He vifited her laft night, like a kind guardian : > 
Faith ihe has fome temptations, that's the truth oli*t. 
Pierre. 
He durfl not wrong his truft ! 
Jafpeir. 

*Twas fomething late tho' 
To take the freedom of a lady's chamber. 
Pierre. 
Was (he in bed? 

Jaffeir. 

Yes, faith, in virgin {beets 
White as her bofom, Pierre, difti'd neatly up. 
Might tempt a weaker appetite to tafte. 
Oh ! how the old fox flunk I warrant thee, 
When the rank fit was on him. 
Pierre. 

Patience guide me! 
He us'd no violence? 
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Jaffeir. 
No, no ! out on't, violence ! 
May*d with her neck ; brufli'd her with his grey beard. 
Struggled and towz'd,tickrd her till fhe fqueak'd a lsttle» 
^ay be; or fo- — but not a jot of violence — 

Pierre. 
Damn him. 

Jaffeir. 
Ay, fo fay I : but hufli, no more on't ; 
All hitherto is well, and I believe 
Myfelf no monfter yet : tho' no man knows 
What fate he's bom to : fure 'tis near the hour 
We all (hall meet for our concluding orders : 
Will the ambailador be here in peribn ? 

Pierre. 
No : be has fent commifSon to that villaia 
Renault 9 to give the executing charge ; 
I'd have thee be a man, if poflible. 
And keep thy temper ; for a brave revenge 
Ke*er comes too late. 

Jaffeir. 

Fear not, Vm cool as patience : 
Had he completed my difhonour, rather 
Than hazard the fucceis our hopes are ripe for, 
I'd bear it all with mortifying virtue. 

Pierre 

He's yonder coming this way through the hall^ 

His thoughts feem full. 

G c 
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Jaffeir. 
Pr'ythce, retire and leave me 
With him alone ; 1*11 put him to fomc trial, 
Sec how his rotten part will bear the touching. 
Pierre. 
Be careful then. [£x//. 

Jaffeir. 
Nay, never doubt, but truft mc. 
What) be a devil ! take a damning oath 
For fhedding native blood ! can there be a fin 
In merciful repentance ? Oh this villain I 

Enter RENAULT. 
Renault. 
Perverfe ! and peevifh ! what a flave is man I 
To let his itching flefli thus get the better of him I 

Difpatch the tool her hufband that were well. 

Who's there ? 

Jaffeir. 
A man. 

Renault.- fi^ 

My friend, my dear ally ! P^' 
The hoftage of your faith, my beauteous chargeJ 
Is very well. 

' Jaffeir. 

Sff, are you fure of that I 

Stands (he in perfect health ^ Beats her pulfe 

Neither too hot nor cold ? ^ 

Renault. J 

What means that quel 

\ 
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Jaffbir. 
D hare fantaftic conftitutlons ! 
5 their widies, always wavering, 
ixt ; was it not boldly done 
fight to truft the thing I lov'd 
' treafure too !) with youth fo fierce 
IS as thine ? but thou art honeft. 

Renat^lt. 
s accufe me ? 

JAFFEIR. 

CurU be he that doubts 
I have try'd it, and declare, 
ufc a guardian of nay honour, 
:hy keeping : for I know thee» 
Renault. 

Jaffbir. 
thee : there's no falihood in thee, 
juft as thou art: Jet us embrace, 
thou cut my throat, or 1 cut thine 

Rbnault. 

lot do't. 

Jaffeir. • H^ 

You Jye, Sir. A 

Renault. 

How! 
Jaffeir* 

Non 

rorld; and muft reform, that'§ 
Cc 2 
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Enter SPINOSA, THEODORE, ELIOT, 
REVELLIDO, DURAND, BKAUVElUand 
the reft of the Confpirators. 

Renaui,t* 
Spinoff I Theodore I 

Spinosa. • 
The famc^ 
Renault. 

You arc welcome! 
Spinosa. 
You arc trembliog. Sir. 

Renault, 
*Tis a cold night iudeed, and I am aged. 
Full of decay and natural infirmities \ [Pierre re-entersi 
We fhali be warm, my friend, I hope to-morrow. 
Pierre. 
'Twas not well done; thou (houldft have ilroak'd 
And not have gall'd him. [hiiDi 

Japfbir. 

Panm him, let him chew on't. 
Heaven ! where am I ? befet with curfed fiends, 
That wait to damn me : what a devil's man. 
When he forgets his nature — hulh, my heart. 
Rbkault. 
My friends, *tts late : are we aflembled all? 
V^httes Theodore? 

Theodore. 
At hand. 



Spinofa» 
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Renault. 

SflNOSA. 

Here. 
Renault. 

BramveiL 
Bramveil, 
I'm reaflf, 

Renault* 
Durand and Brahe. 
Durand, 

Command us ; 
We arc both prepared ! 

Renault. 

Mezzana^ Revellide^ 
Ternon, "Retrofii oh I youVc men I find. 
Fit to behold your fate, and meet her fummons; 
To-morrow's rifing fun mull ice you all 
Deck*d in your honours 1 are the foldiers ready \ 
All. 
AU, aU. 

Renault. 
Yon Durand^ with your thoufand, muft poHefi 
St. Mari*s ; you, captain^ know your charge already ; 
'Tis to fecure the ducal palace : you, 
Brahct with a hundred more mud gain the Secque. 
"Virith the like number, Bramveil^ to the Procurale^ 
Be all this done with the leaft tumult poOlible, 
'Till in each place you poft fufficient guards : 
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Then fhcath your fwords in every bread you meet. 

JAFFEIR. 

Oh reverend cruelty ! Damn*d bloody villain ! 
Renault. 

During this execution, Durand^ you * 
Muft in the midft keep your battalia faft ; 
And, Theodore i be Aire to plant the cannon 
That may command the ftreets ; whilft RevelUdo^ 
Mezzano, Ternon^ and Retrofit guard you. 
This done, we'll give the general alarm. 
Apply petards, and force the Ar^'nal gates ; 
Then fire the city round in feveral places. 
Or with our cannon (if it dare refift) 
Batter't to ruin. But above all, I charge you , 
Shed blood enough, fpare neither fex nor age. 
Name nor condition ; if there live a ienator 
After to-morrow, tho' the duUeft rogue 
That ere faid nothing, we have loft our ends; 
If poffible, let's kill the very name 
Of fenator, and bury it in blood. 
Jaffeir 

Mercilefs, horrid Have!- Ay, blood enough! 

Shed blood enough,old Renault: how thou charm'ft me! 
Renault. 

But one thing more, and then, fkrewcl rill fate 
Join us again, or feparate us ever : 
Firft let's embrace. Heav'n knows who next (hall thu5 
Wing ye together : but let's all remember 
Wc wear no comimou ca>ifc\>^t^ oxxx l^wot^'^v 
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Let each man think that on his fmgle virtue 

Depends the good and fame of all the reft ; 

Eternal honour or perpetual infamy. 

Let us remember thro* what dreadful hazards 

Propitious fortune hitherto has led us, 

How often on the brink of fome difcovery 

Have we flood tottering, yet ftill kept our ground 

So well, that the bufieft fearchers ne'er could follow 

Thofe fubtle tradte which puzzled all fufpicion. 

You droop. Sir, 

Jaffeir, 
No : with mod profound attention 
iVe heard it all, and wonder at thy virtue, 
Renault. 
Tho' there be yet few hours 'twixt them and ruin. 
Are not the fenate luU'd in full fecurity, 
Quiet and fatisfy*d, as fools are always ? 
Never did fo profound repofe fore-run 
Calamity fo great : nay our good fortune 
Has blinded the moft piercing of mankind. 
Strengthen^ the fcarfulleft,charm*d the moft fufpedful. 
Confounded the moft fubtle : for we live, 
^Ve live, my friends, and quickly fhall our life 
Prove fatal to thefe tyrants: let's confider 
That we deftroy oppreflion, avarice, 
A people nurs'd up equally with vices 
And loathfome lufts, which nature moft abhors, 
And fuch as without (hame (he cauxvox. fcffi^t^ 
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Jaffeir. 

Oh Belvldera^ take me to thy arms. 
And (hew me where 's my peace, for I hare Joft It. \B7t. 
^Renault. 

Without the lead remorfe then let's rcfolFC 
With fii'e and fword t'exterminate thefe tyrants; . 
And when we (hall behold thole curfl tribunals, 
Stain'd by the tears and fufferings of the innocent. 
Burning with flames, rather from Heav'n than ours. 
The raging, furious, and unpitying fbldier 
Pulling his reeking dagger irom the bofoms 
Of gafping wretches ; death in every quarter. 
With all, that fad diforder can produce. 
To make a fpe<5tacle of horror ; then. 
Then let us call to mind, my deareft friends, 
That there Is nothing pure upon the earth ; 
That the mod valu'd things have mod allpys^ 
And that in change of all thofe vile enormitics,^ 
Under whofe weight this wretched country labours, 
The means are only m our hands to crown them. 

PlE&RE. 

And may thofe powers above, that are pro{^Itious 
To gallant minds, record this caufe, and blefs it* 

RENAUtT. 

Thus happy, thus fecure of all we wi(h for. 
Should there, my friends, be found amongft us one 
Falfe to this glorious enterprize, what fate. 
What vengeance were enough for fuch a villain \ 
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Eliot. 

Death htte ; without repentance, hell hereafter. 
Renault. 

Let that be my lot, if, as here I ftand, 
Lifted by fate aoiongft her darling fons, 
Tho* I had one only brother, dear by all 
The ftridleft ties of nature ; tho' one hour 
Had given us birth, one fortune fed our wants. 
One only love, and that but of each other, 
Still fill'd our minds : could I have fuch a friend 
Join'd in this caufe, and had but ground to fear 
He meant foul play ; may this right hand drop from me^ 
If I'd not hazard ail my future peace, 
And ftab him to the heart before you : who ? 
Who would do lefs? Wouldft thou not, P/^rr^, the fame? 

PlSRItl. 

You've fingied me, Sir, out for this hard queftton. 
As if 'twere ftarted only forttiy fake ! 
Am I the thing you fear ? Hem, here's my bofom. 
Search k with all your fwords i am I a traitor ? 
Renault. 
No t b«t I fear your late commended friend 
Is little lefs : come. Sirs, 'tis now no time 
To trifle with our fefety. Whereas this Jaffelrf 
Spinosa. 
He left the room juft now in ftrange diforder. 

Rekault. 
Nay, there is danger in him : I obferv'd him 
During the time I took for explanation, 
D d 
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He was tranfported from moft deep attention 
To a confufion which he coald not fmoth^. 
His looks grew full of fadnefs and furprize. 
All which betray'd a wavVlng fpirit in hiin» 
That labour'd with reluflancy and forrow. 
What's rcquifite for fafety, nmft be done 
With fpeedy execution, he remains 
Yet in our power : I for my own part wear 

A dagger 

Pierre. 
WeU. 

Renault. 

And I could wifh it 

Pierre. 

Where > 
Renault. 
Bury'd in his heart, 

PlCRRE. 

Away ! we're yet all fnends 5 
No more of this, 'twill breed ill blood amongft us 
Spinosa. 
Le^ us all draw our fwords, and ftarch the ho¥i 
Pull him from the dark hole where he fits broodin 
O'er his cold fears, and each man kill his fhare of h 
Pierre. 
Who talks of killing ? who's he'll (bed the bloo< 
That's dear to me ! Is't you ? or you ? or you, Sii 
What ! not one fpeak ! How you ftand gaping s^ 
On your grave oracle, your wooden god there I 
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Vet not a word ? Then Sir, Til tell y'a fecret; 
^ulpicion's but at beft a coward's virtue ! [To Ren. 
Renault. 

A coward [Handles hisfword. 

Pierre. 

Put up thy fword, old man. 

Thy hand fhakes at it; come, let's heal this breach^ 

^ am too hot : we yet may all live friends. 

Spinosa. 

'Till we are fafc, our frlendfhip cannot be io» 

Pierre. 
Again! Who's that? 

Spinosa. 
'Twas 1. 
Theodore. 

And I. 
Revillxdo. 

And I. 
Eliot. 
And all. 

Renault, 
Who are on my fide ? 
Spinosa. 

Every honeft fword. 
Let^s die like men^ and not be fold like flaves. 
Pierre. 
One fach word more, by Heav'n, Til to the fenate, 
'And hang ye all like dogs* in clufters. 
'Why peep your coward fwords half out their ihells ? 
Dd 2 
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Why do you not all brandifh them like mine? 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 
Renaui^t. 
Go to the fenate and betray us ; hafte. 
Secure thy wretched life ; we fear to die 
Lefs than thou dar'ft be honcft. 
Pierre. 

That's rank falfbood ; 
Fear*ft not thou death ? Fy, there's a knavifh itch 
In that fait blood, an utter foe to fmarting. 
Had Jaffeir\ wife prov'd kind, he'd dill been true. 
Faugh— how that ftinks ? 

Thou die ! thou kill my friend, or thou, or thou. 
Or thou, with that lean, wither'd, wretched face! 
Away, difperfe all to your fevcral charges^ 
And meet to-morrow where your honour calls you; 
I'll bring that man, whofe blood you fomuch thirft fofi 

And you fhalt fee him venture for you fairly 

Hence, hence, I fay. \Exit Renault angrily 

SPINOSA. 

I fear we've been to blame ; and done toa much, 

Thbodorb. 
*Twas too far urg'd againft the man you lov'd. 

RByiLLII>0. 

Jlcre take our fwords, and crulh them with your feet 

Spinosa. 
Forgive us, gallant friend. 

PZBRRB. 
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The way to melt, and caft me as you will : 
1*11 fetch this friend, and give him to your mercy. 
Kay he (hall die, if you will take him from me. 
For your repofe, I'll quit my heart's beft jewel ; 
But would not have him torn away by villains, 
And ipitefal villany. 

Spinosa. 

No; may ye both 
For ever live, and fin the world with fame 1 
Pierre. 
' Now ye 're too kind. Whence rofe all this difcord ? 
Oh what a danglpous precipice have we 'fcap'd ! 
How near a fall was all we'd long been building ! 
What an eternal blot had ftain'd our glories ! 
If one, the braveft and the bell of men 
Had fall'n a facrifice to rafh fuQ>icion 1 
Butcher'd by thofe, whofe caufe he came to chertfh : 
Oh could you know him all as I have known htm. 
How good he is, how juft, how true, how brave. 
You would not leave this place *till you had feen him; 
Humbled yourfelf before him, kifs*d his feet, 
>^nd gain'd remiiSon for the word of follies. 

Come but to-morrow, aH your doubts {hall end, •) 
And to your loves me better recommend, C 

That I've preferv'dyourfame,andfaY'd my friend, j 



3IO VENICE PRESERV'D:Or 



A C T IV. S C E N E L 

Enter J AFFEIR and BELVIDERA. 
Jaffeir. 

WHERE doft thou lead me ? Every ftcp I move, 
Methlnks I tread upon fome mangled limb 
Of a rack*d friend : oh my dear charming ruin I 
Where are we wand'ring ? 

Belvxde&a, 

To eternal honour ; 
To do a deed fhall chronicle thy name» 
Among the glorious legends of thofe few. 
That have fav*d finking nations : thy renown 
Shall be the future fong of all the virgins, 
"Who by thy piety have been preferv'd 
From horrid violation : every ftreet 
Shall be adorn'd with (latAies to thy honour. 
And at thy feet this great infcription written> 
Remember htm that propt the fall ^Venice. 
Jaffeir. 
Rather, remember him, who after all 
The facred bonds of oaths and holier friendfliip. 
In fond compafllon to a woman's tears 
Forgot his manhood, virtue, truth, and honour. 
To facrifice the bofom that relieved him. 
Why wilt thou damn me ? ' 
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Belyidera. 

Oh inconftant man ! 
How will you promife ? how will you deceive ? 
Do, return back, re place me in my bondage. 
Tell all thy friends how dangeroufly thou lov'ft me. 
And let thy dagger do its bloody office. 
Oh that kind dagger, Jaffeir^ how 'twill look. 
Struck thro' my heart ; drench*d in my blood to th* hilts* 
Whilft thefe poor dying eyes (hall with their tears 
No more torment thee ; then thou wilt be free; 
Or if thou think'ft it nobler ; let me Htc 
'Till Tm a vidlim to the hateful luft 
Of that infernal devil, that old fiend 
That's damn'd himfelf, and would undo mankind, 
Lafl nigh t» my love ! - 

Jaffeir. 
Name, name it not againy 
It ihews a beaftl^ image to my fancy. 
Will wake me into madnefs: Oh^ the villain I 
That durft approach fuch purity as thine, 
On terms fo vile : defhrudion, fwift deftrudion 
Fall on thy coward head, and make thy name 
The common fcorn of fools, if I forgive him; 
If I forgive him f if I not revenge 
With utmoft rage, and mod unftaying fury. 
Thy fufliering, thou dear darling of my life, 
Belvidera. 
Delay no longer then, but to the fenate ; 
And tdJ theiAfmsXV^ dory ever i^u<^i^d\ 
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Tell 'em what bloodfiicd, rapines, defplations, 
Havd been prepared; how hear's the fatal hour! 
Save thy poor country, fave the reverend blood 
Of all its nobles, which to-morrow's dawn 
Muft clXe fee flied : fave the poor tender lives 
Of all thofe little infants, which the fwords 
Of murderers are whetting for this moment; 
Think thou already hear'ft their dying fcreams. 
Think that thou fee'ft their fad diftraded mothers 
Kneeling before thy feet, and begging pity, 
With torn dilhevel'd hair, and dreaming eyes, 
Their naked mangled breads befmear*d with blood, 
And even the milk with which their fondled babes 
Softly they hufh'd, dropping in anguiflx from *cm. 
Think thou fee*ft this, and then confulc thy heart* 
Jaffeir. 
Qhl 

BELVIDEaA. 

Think too, if you lofe this prefcnt minute. 
What miferies the next day brings upon thee. 
Imagine all the horrors of that night. 
Murder and rapine, wafte and defolation, 
Confus'dly raging. Think what then may prove 
My lot ! the ravifher may then come fafe. 
And 'midft the terror of the public ruin . 
Do a damn'd deed ; perhaps may lay a trsua 
To catch thy life ; then where will be revenge, 
The dear revenge that's due to fuch a wrong i 
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Jaffeir. [thee. 

By all Heav'n's Powers, prophetic truth dwells ia 
For every word thou fpeak'll ftrikes thro* my heart, 
^'J'e a new light, and fhews it how't has wander'd. 
Juft what thou'aft made me, take me^ Belvldera^ 
-^nd lead me to the place where I'm to fay 
This bitter leflbn ; where I muft betray 
% truth, my virtue, conftancy, and friends; 
Muft I betray my friend ? Ah take me quickly, 
Secure me well before that thought's renew'd : 
If I relapfe once more, all's loft for ever, 
Belvidera. 
Haft thou a friend more dear than Belvidera ? 

jAFFEIi^. 

No ; thou'rt my foul itfelf, wealth, friendfliip, honour ; 

All prefent joys, and earneft of all future. 

Are fumm'd in thee : methinks when in thy arms 

Thus leaning on thy breaft, one minute's more 

Than a long thoufand years of vulgar hours. 

'Why was fuch happinefs not given me pure ? 

'Why dafh'd with cruel wrongs, and bitter warnings \ 

Come lead me forward now like a tame lamb 

To facrifice. Thus in his fatal garlands 

Deck'd fine and pleas'd, the wanton fkips and plays» 

Trots by th' enticing flattering prieftefs fide. 

And much tranfported with its little pride. 

Forgets his dear companions of the plain ; •% 

'Till by her bound, he's on the altar lain, [pain. C 

Y^t then too hardly bleats, fuch pleafure's in the> 
E e 
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Enter OFFICER dnd Jix Guards. 
Officer. 

Stand, who goes there ? 

B£LVIDERA. 

Friends. 

Jaffeir. 
Friends, Belvldera! hide me from my friends 
Bj Heay'n, Td rather fee the face of hell, 
Than meet the man I love. 

Officer. 

But what friends are you? 
Belvioera. 
Friends to the fenate and the ftate oi Venice. 

Officer, 
My orders are to feize on all I find 
At this late hour, and hring them to the counciI» 
Who now are fitting. 

Jafteir. 

Sir, you fliall be obey*d. 
Hold, brutes, ftand oflF, none of your paws upon mc. 
Now the lot^s cafl, and fate do what you wilt, 

\Exeunt guar id* 

S C E N E ir. The Senate-houfe. 

Where appear fifing, the Duke ^VENICE; 
PRIULI^ ANTONIO, and eight ot hen Senators. 

DUKB^ 

JfU9ni^9 Ptiulif Umtors o{ Fehice, 
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Speak, why arc we aflerobled here this night ? 
What have you to inform us of, concerns 
The flatc of /^(?«/V<?' honour, or its fafety ? 
Priuli. 
Could words exprefs the ftory I've to tell you, 
Fathers, thefe tears were ufelefs, thefe fad tears 
That fall from my old eyes ; but th«re is caufe 
We all ihould weep, tear oflF thefe purple robes, 
And wrap ourfelves in fackcloth, fitting down 
On the fad earth, and cry aloud to Heav'n. 
Heav'n knows if yet there be an hour to come 
jEre Venice be no more. 

j4II Senators. 

Howl 

Priulk 

Nay, we (land 
Upon the very brink of gaping ruin. 
'\Vithin this city's form'd a dark confpiracy. 
To mafTacre us all, our wives and children. 
Kindreds and friends ; our palaces and temples 
To lay in aflies : nay, the hour too fixt ; 
The fwords, for ought I know, are drawn this moment. 
And the wild wafte begun. From unknown b^ds 
I had this warning : but if we are men 
Let's not be tamely butcher'd, but do fomething 
That may inform the world in after-ages, 
Our virtue was not ruin d,tho' we were. [ Anoifenuitb^ut^ 
{loona, room, make room for fome prifoners— * 
Ec 3 
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Senators, 
Let's raife the city. 

Eftfer OFFICER aud Guard. 

PRIULI. 

Speak there, what diflurbance ? 
Officer, 
Two prifoners have the guard feizM in the ftrcets, 
Who fay, they come to inform this reverend fenate 
About the prefect danger. 

E^ifffr J ^FF FAK and BELVIDEK A guarded. 

All, 
Give 'em entrance — WeU, who are you ? 

JAFFEIR. 

A villain. 

Antokio. 
Short and pithy, 
The man fpeaks well. 

Jaffeir. 
Would every man that hears me 
Would deal fohoneftly, and own his title. 

DUKli. 

*Tis rumour'd, that a plot has been contrived 
Againft this ftate ; that you have a fhare in*t too. 
If you're a villain, to redeem your honour. 
Unfold the truth, and be reftor'd with mercy. 
JAffeir. 
Think not, that I tbfave my life came hither; 
I know its value btUw •, bwt vn ^ityt 
To all thofc wretclies, vjVxofe\nOcv"^^vi ^^'«>^'s- 
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Arc fix*d and feaPd. You fee me here before you, 
The fworn and covenanted foe of Venice, 
But ufe me as my dealings may defcrve ; 
And I may prove a friend. 

DUKB. 

The flave capitulates, 
Give him the tortures. 

Jaffeir, 
That you dare not do, 
Your fears won't let you, nor the longing itch 
To hear a ftory which you dread the truth of. 
Truth, which the fear of fmart fliall ne'er get from me. 
Cowards are fcar'd with thrcatnings : boys are whipt 
Into confeilions : but a (leady mind 
Adls of itfelf, ne'er afks the body counfel. 
Give him the tortures ! name but fuch a thing 
Again, by Heav'n Til (hut thefe lips forever; 
Not all your racks, your engines, or your wheels. 
Shall force a groan away— that you may guefs at. 
Antonio. 
A bloody-minded fellow, 1*11 warrant; 
A damn'd bloody minded fellow. 
Duke. 
Name your conditions* 

Jaffeir. 
For myfclf, full pardon, 
Befidos the lives of two and twenty friends, 

\I)c\wcrs aViJl* 
Whofp names are here cnroU'd ; xvaY^^^^^'^'^ cwsx^ 
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Be &e*e^ fo monftrous, I muft have the oaths 
And facred promiie of this reverend council* . 
That in a full aflcmbly of the fenate 
The thing I afk be ratify'd. Swear this. 
And ril unfold the fecrets of your danger. 
All. 
We'll fwear. 

Duke, 
Propofe the oath. 

JAFFEIR* 

By all the hopes 
Ye have of peace and happinefi hereafter 
Swear. 

All. 
We all fwear. 

Jaffeir. 

To grant me what I've aik'd, 
Yc fwear. 

We fwear. 

Jaffeir. 

And as you keep the oath, 
May you and your pofterity be bleft. 
Or curft for ever ! 

All, 

Elfe be curft for ever ! 

Jaffier. 

Then here's the lift, and with't the full difclofe 

Of all that threatens you. Now, fate, thou'ft caught n^e.^ 

[Delivers another paper. 
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Antonio. 

Why what a dreadful catalogue of cut-throats is 

here ! I'll warrant yoa, not one of thefe fellows but 

has a face like a lion. I dare not fo much as read 

their names over. 

DtJKE. 

Give order that all diligent fearch be made 
To feize thefe men; their chara^lprs are public. 
The paper intimates their rendezvous 
To be at the houfe of the ^m'd Grecian courtezan, 
Caird Aquilina: fee that place fecur'd. 
Antonio. 

What my Nicky Nacky, hurry durry, Nicky Nacky 

in the plot I'll make a fpeech ;moft noble 

fenators, 

What headlong apprehenficms drive you on. 

Right noble, wife, and truly folid fenators. 

To violate the Jaws and right of nations? 

This lady is a lady of renown : 

'Tis true, fhe holds a houfe of £iir reception. 

And, the' I fay't myfelf, as many more 

Can fay as well as I. 

^ SENATOa* 

My lord, longfpeeches 
Are frivolous here, when dangers are fo near* us; 
We all well know y6ur intereft in that lady ; 
The world talks loud on*t. 

Amtqnio. 

Verily I've done \ 
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I fay no more. 

DUKB. 

But (incehe has declar*d 
Himfelfconcern'd, pray, captain, take great caution 
To treat the fair one as becomes her charader, 
And let her bed chamber be fearch'd with decency. 
You Jaffeir, muft with patience bear 'till morning 
To be our prifoner. 

Jaffeir. 

Would the chains of death 
Had bound me faft ere I had known this minute. 
I've done a deed will make my ftory hereafter 
Quoted in competition with all ill ones : 
The hi ftory of my wicked nefs (hall run 
Down thro* the low traditions of the vulgar, 
An^j^ boys be taught to tell the tale of Jaffeir. 

"' DUKB. 

Captain, withdraw your prifoner. 

• JAFFBIR. 

Sir, if poflible. 
Lead me where my own thoughts themfelvesmay lofe 
Where I may doze out what I Ve left of life, [me; 
Forget myfelf and this day's guilt and falfhood. 
Cruel remembrance, how ihall I appeafe thee I 

Ex, guarded. Nosfenuithout* 
More traitors; room, room, make room there. 

DUKB. 

How*sthis? Guards? 
Wiiere are oar guards^ flxvxt^^^^t^^xj^AlA^s^afon'i 
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Already at our doors. 

Enffr OFFICER. 
Officer. 

My lords, raorc traitors^ 

Seiz'd in the very ad of confultation ; 
Fumifh'd with arms and indruments of mifchief. 
Bring in the prifoncrs. 

Enter MERRE, RENAULt, THEODORE, ELIOT, 
REVELLIDO, aad other Confpirators in fetters, 

guarded. 

Pierre 

Ydu, ^he lords and fathers 
(As yoo are pleas'd to call yourfelves) of Venice i 
If you fit here to guide the courfe of jufticc, 
Why thefe difgraceful chains upon my limbs 
That have fo often laboured in your fenrice ? 
Are thefe the wreaths of triumph you beftow 
On thofe that bring you conqnefts home, and honours f 

DUK£. 

Go on» you fiiaH be heard. Sir. 

ANTOHia* 

Aod be hang'd too, I hope. 
Fibers. 
Are thefe the trophies I've deferv'd, for fighting 
Your battles with confederated powers? 
When winds and feas confpir'd to overthrow you. 
And brought the fleets oi Spain to your own harbours 2 
Whenyou»grea£dakei(hrunk,treaiblinginYQur^<u:A^ 
And hwyonr wife, the Adriatic^ i^u^d^> 
F f 
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Like a lewd whore, by bolder prows than yours- 
Stept not I forth, and tattght your loofc Venetians 
The tafk of honour, and the way to greatnefs ? 
Rais'd you from your capitulating fears. 
To ftipulate the terms of fu'd-for peace ? 
And this my recorapence ? If Tm a traitor. 
Produce my charge ; or fhew the wretch that's bafe 
And brave enough to tell me Tm a traitor, [enough* 
Duke. 
Know you one Jaffeir ? [Ml the confptrators murmur, 
Pierre. 

Yes, and know his virtue, 
Hisjuftice, truth; his general worth and fuffcrings 
From a hard father taught me firft to love him. 

Enter J A E F E 1 R guarded. 
Duke. 
See him brought forth. 

Pierre. 

My friend too bound ! nay then 
Our fate has conquered us, and we mud fall. 
Why droops the man whofe welfare's fo much mine, 
They're but one thing ? Thefe reverend tyrants, Jaffeir^ 
Call us all traitors : art thou one, my brother ? 
Jaffeir. 
^jp thee I am the falfeft, verieft flave 
That e'er bctray'd a generous, trufting friend. 
And gave up honour to be fure of ruin ! 
Ail our fair hopes, which morning was to have crown'd* 
Has this curs'd tongue o'erthrown. 
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Pierre, 

So then, all's over: 
Venice has loft her freedom ; I my life; 
No more: farewel. 

Duke. 
Say ; will you make confefllon 
Of your vile deeds, and truft the fenate's mercy ? 
Pierre. > 
Curs'd be your fejiate : curs*d your conftitution : 
The curfe of growing fa<5lions and divifion 
Still vex your councils, {bake your public fafety. 
And make the robes of government you wear, 
Hateful to you, as thefe bafe chains to me. 
Duke. 
Pardon, or death ^^ 

Pierre. 
Death ! honourable death ! 
Renault. 
Death's the beft thing we a(k, or you can give. 

j^il Conspirators. 
No fhameful bonds, but honourable death. 

DUKB. 

Break up the council : captain, guard your pnfoners. 
Jaffeir^ y'are free, but thefe muft wait for judgment. 

lExeunt all thefenators. 
Pierre. 
Come, where*s my dungeon ? lead me to my ftraw ; 
It will not be thf firft time IVe lodg'd hard 
To do the fenate fervice. 

Ff 2 
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Jaffeir. 

Hold one moment. 

Pierre. 

"Who's he difputes the judgment of the Senate? 

prcfumptuous Rebel on — ^Strikes Jaff. 

Jaffeir. 

By Heav*n you ftir not. 
I mud be heard, I muft have leave to fpcak ; 
Thou haO difgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile blow : 
But ufe me as thou wilt, th€m canft not wrong mc, 
For lam falPn beneath the bafeft injuries; 
Yet look upon me with an eye of mercy, 
With pity and with charity behold me ; 
Shut not thy heart agaii^ft a friend's repentance. 
But as there dwells a god^like nature in thee, 
iriften with mildnefs to my fuppHcations. 

PlEREE. 

What whining mopk art thou ? what holy cheat» 
That WDUId'ft encroach upon my credulous ears. 
And cant*(l thus vilely ? Hence, i know thee not, 
Piflcmblemid be nafty: leave mc, hypocrite.. 
Jaffeir. 
Wotknowme, Pierre I 

Pierre. 
i^o, I know thee not : what art thou i 

Jaffeir. 
Jaffeir, thy friend, thy once lov'd, valu*d friend f 
Tho'nowdcfervMlyfcom'd, and us'dmoft hardly, 

V. 
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Pierre. 

Thou Jaffeirl thou my once lov'd, valu*d friend J 
By Hcav'ns thou ]y*ft ; the man fo call'd, my friend,^ 
Was generous, honeft, faithful, juft and valiant. 
Noble in mind, and in his perfon lovely, 
Dear to my eyes, and tender to my heart : 
But thou, a wretched, b^fe, fajfe, worthlefs coward, 
Poor, even in foul, apd lothfome in thy afpeft : 
All eyes muft fiiun thee, and all hearts deteft thee, 
Pr'ythee avoid, nor longer ding thus round me, 
J^ike fomething baneful, that my nature's chill'd at. 
Jaffeir. 

I have not wrongM thee, by thefe tears 1 have not* 
But ftill am honeft, true, and hope too, valiant ; 
My mind ftill full of thee ; therefor ftiil noble. 
Let not thy eyes then fhun me, nor thy heart 
Deteft me utterly: oh, look upon me, 
Look back and fee my fad, iincere fubmiftlon! 
How my heart fwells, as ev'n 'twould burft my bofom ; 
Fond of its goal, and labouring to be at thee ! 
What fliall I do ? what fay to make thee hear me ? 

PlERRB. 

Haft thou not wrong'd me ? dar'ft thou call thyielft 
That once lov'd, honeft, valu'd friend of mine, [chains? 
And fwear thou haft not wrong'd me ? Whence thefe 
Whence the vile death which I may meet this moment ? 
Whence this difhonour, but from thee, thou falfe one ? 

Jaffeir. 
•—All's true, yet grant one thing, and I've doneafking* 
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Pierre. 

What's that? 

Jaffeir. 
To take thy life on fuch conditions 
The council have propos'd : thou and thy friends 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 
Pierre. 
Life ! a(k my life ! confeis ! record myfelf 
A villain for the privilege to breathe, 
And carry up and down this curfed city 
A difcontented and repining fpirit, 
Burdenfom to itfelf, a few years longer, 
To lofe it, may be, at laft in a lewd quarrel 
For fojne new friend, treacherous and falfe as tlion art ! 
No, this vile world and I have long been janglingi 
And cannot part on better terms than now. 
When only men like thee are fit to live in't. 
Jaffeir. 

By all that's juft 

Pierre. 

Swear by fome other powers, 
For thou haft broke that facred oath too lately, 
Jaffeir. 
Then, by that hell I merit, 1*11 not leave thee 
Till to thyfelf at leaft thou'rt reconciled ; 
Jlowever thy refentment deal with m^, 
Pierre. 
Not leave me ! 
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Jaffeir. 
No; thou ihalc not force me from thee : 
Ufc me reproachfully, and like a flave ; 
Tread on me, buffet me, heap wrongs on wrongs 
On my poor head ; Til bear it all with patience. 
Shall weary out thy moft unfriendly cruelty : 
Lie at thy feet and kifs 'em, tho' they fpurn me» 
'Till wounded by my fufferings^ you relent, 
And raife me to thy arms with dear forgivenefs. 
Pierre, 

Art thou not 

Jaffeir. 
What? 
Pierre, 

A traitor ? 
Jaffeir. 

Yes. 
Pierre. 

A villain i 
Jaffeir. 

Granted, 
Pierre. 
A coward, a mod fcandalous coward, 
Spiritlefs, void of honour, one who has fold 
Thy everlafting fame for (hamelefs life ? 

Jaffe I R [numberlefe. 

All, all^ and more, much more; my faults are 

Pierre. 
And would'ft thou have me live on terms like thine ? 
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Bafe as thouVt.falfe 

Jaffexr. 

No, 'tis to me that*s granted* 
, The fafcty of thy life was all I aim'd at, 
In recompence for laith and truft fo broken. 

PlERRB. 

I fcorn it more, becaufc prefenr'd by thee : 
And as when firft my foolifh heart took pity 
On thy misfortunes, fbtight thee in thy mifenes, 
Rellev'd thy wants, and rais'd thee from thy ftat^ 
Of wretchednefs in which thy fate had plung'd tbec; 
To rank thee in my lift of noble friends ; 
All 1 receiv'd in furety for thy truth. 
Were unregarded oaths ; and this, this dagger, 
Giv'n with a worthlefs pledge, thou fince haft ftorn; 
So I reftore it back to thee again; 
Swearing by all thofe Powers which thou haft violated^ 
Never from this curs'd hour to hold communion, 
Friend(hip or intereft with thee, though our years 
Were to exceed thofe limited the world. 

Take it — farewel for now I owe thee nothing. 

Jaffeir. 

Say thoa wilt live then. 

PXERRB, 

For my life, difpofe it, 
Juft as thou wilt, bccaufe 'tis what I'm tir'd with* 
Jaffbir. 
Oh Pierre/ 
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PiKRRB. 

Nomore« 

Jaffeir. 
My eyes won't lofe the fight of thee^ 
ilacguifh after thine, and ake with gazing. 

Pierre. 
-cave me— Nay, then thus, I throw thee from me ; 
I curfes great, as is thy falihood, catch thee. [£x//. 

Jaffeir. 
mm* 

s gone, my father, friend, prefcrver, 
! hcre*s the portion he has left me, [i5^W/ tif dagger uf^ 
s dagger ; well remembered, with this dagger 
ivc a folemn vow of dire importance ; 
»1 with this and Belvidcra together, 
e a care, a»emVy, drive that thought no farther; 
I'll efteem it as a friend's lad legacy, 
afure it up within this wretched boforo, 
lere it may grow acquainted with my heart. 
It, when they meet,'they ftart not from each other, 
now for thinking : a blow, call'd traitor, villainf 
rard, diibonourable coward, foiigh ! 
[ for a l<»Dg found fleep, and fo forget it ! 
ra, bufy devil 

Enter BEL VI D ERA, 

Belvidera. 

Whither fhall I fly ? 

lere bide m^ and my miferies together ? 

ere's now the Romm conftancy I boaftcdf 
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Sunk into trembling fears, and defperation ! 
Not daring now to look to that dear face 
Which us'd to fmile cv'n on my faults', but dowa 
Bending thefe miferable eyes to earth, 
Muft move in penance, and implore much mercy. 
Jaffeir. 

Mercy ! kind Hcavla has fur»y endlefs ftores 
Hoarded for thee of bleflmgs yet untafted ; 
Let wretches loaded hard with guilt, as I am. 
Bow with the weight, and grone beneath the burden, 
Creep with a remnant of that ftrength th*have left, 
Before the footftool of that Heav'n th'have injur'd. 
Oh Belvtdera! I'm the wretched'ft creature 
E'er crawl'd on earth : now if thou'aft virtue, help mc, 
Take me into thy arms, and fpeak the words of peace 
To my divided foul, that wars within me, 
And raifes every fenfc ta my confufion ; 
By Hcav'n I'm tottering to the very brink 
Of peace : and thou art all the hold I've left. 
Be&videra, 

Alas ! I know thy forrows are moft mighty; 
I know thou'aft caufe to mourn, to mourn, my Jaffeiff 
"With endkfs cries, and never-cea&ig wailing. 

Thou'aft loft 

Jaffeir. 
Oh I have loft what can't be counted* 
My friend, too, Belviderai that dear friend. 
Who, next to thee, was all my health rejoic'd in« 
Has us*d me like a (lave ; IhamefuUy us'd me ; 
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'Twould break thy pitying Jieart to hear the ftory. 
What ihall I do ? Refentment, indignation, 
Love* pity, fear, and mcmVy, how I've wrong'd him, 
Diftra^ my quiet with the very thought on't, 
And tear my heart to pieces in my bofom. 
Belvidera. 
What has he done ? 

Jaffeir. 
Thou'dft hate me, fhould I tell thee. 
Belvidera. 
Why? 

Jaffeir. 
Oh he has us*d me ! yet by Heav'n I bear it ; 
He has us'd me, Belvidera; but firft fwear 
That when I've told thee, thouMt not lothe me utterly* 
Tho' vileft blots and ftains appear upon me ; 
But ftill at leaft with charitable goodnefs. 
Be near me in the pangs of my affli^on ; 
Not fcom me, Belvidera^ as he has done. 
Belvidera. 
Have I then e'er been falfe, that now I'm doubted I 
Speak, what's the caufe I'm grown into diftruft ? 
Why thought unfit to hear my love's complaining i 

JAFFBIR. 

Qh! 

Belvidera. 
Tell me. 

Jaffeir. 
Pear my failings, for they're many,* 
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O 1x17 dear angel ! in that friend I*ve loft 
All my foul's peace ; for every thought of htm 
Strikes my feoie hard» and deads it in my brains; 
Would (I thou believe it ? 

Belvidera. 

Speak, 

Jaffeir. 

Before we parted. 
Ere yet his guards had led him to his prifon> 
Full of fevereft forrows for his fuflPcrings, 
With eyes overflowing, and a bleeding heart» 
Humbling myfelf almoft beneath my nature; 
As at his feet 1 kftecl'd and fu'd for mercy, 
Forgetting all our frrendfhip, all the dt^rnt& 
In which weVe liv'd fo mlny years togeth^f , 
With a reproachful hand, he dafh^d a blow : 
He ftruck me» Belvidera, by Heav'», he fthlckme, 
BuflFeted, caU*d me traitor, villain, coward. 
Am I a coward ? am I a villain ? tell me : 
Thou'rt the befl judgd, and tnadfl me, if I am fo* 
Plimnationl coward! 

BlLyiDERA. 

O forgive li{fio,Ji?/^/r. 
And if his fufferings woQftd thy heart already. 
What will they do to-morrow ? 

JATFBIR. 

Ha! 

BlLVIDBRA, 

'.V xo-morrow,^ 
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When thou (halt fee him ftretch'd in all the agonies 

Of a tormenting and a fhamcfal death; 

His bleeding bowels, and his broken limbs, 

Infulted o'er by a vile butchering villain ; 

What will thy heart d6 then ? Oh fure 'twill ftream 

Like my eyes now, 

Jaffeir. 
What means thy dreadful ftory. 
Death, and to^moi^row ? Broken limbs, and bowels ? 
Infulted t>*er by a rik butchering villain ? 
By flH my fears I ffaall ftart out to madnefs 
With bartly guefling» if the truth's hid longer. 

BtLVIl^SAA. 

The faithlc& fenators, 'tis they're decreed it t 
They fay, according to oiir friend's rcqueft, 
They fhall have death, and not ignoble bondage : 
Declare their promis'd mercy all as forfeited : 
Fftl& to thdr oaths, and deaf to interceffion; 
Watrants are pafs^d for {mblic death to-tnorrcfw. 

jA^f^E I R . [unpleadcd J 

Death ! doom'd to die ! condetnn'd ! utoheafd J 

Nay, cruel'ft racks and torments are preparing, 
* To force confeffions from their dying pangs. 
Oh do not look fo teitil^y Upon me ; 
How f&vkv lips {hake, and all your face diforder'd ! 
What means my love ? 

Uffeir. 
Leave me, I charge thee leave me — ftrong temptations 
1^ 
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Wake in my heart. 

Belvidera. 

For what? 

Jav'ei*. 

No more, but leaTe me* 
Belvidera. 
Why? 

JAFFSIR. 

Oh ! by Heav'n I love thee with that fondnefi, 
I would not have thee ftay a moment longer, 
Near thefe curft hands : are they not cold upon thee ? 
\PuUs the dagger out of his hofom and puts it hack again* 
Belvidera* 
No : everlafting comfort's in thy arms. 
To lean thus on thy brcaft it fofter eafe, 
Than downy {mUows deck'd with leaves of rbies. 
Jaffsir. 
Alas ! thou think*ft not of the thorns 'tis fill'd with : 
Fly, ere they gall thee : there*s a lurking ferpent 
Ready to leap, and fting thee to thy heart : 
Art thou not terrify'd ? 

Belvidbra» 

No. 

Jaffeir. 

Gall to mind [nie« 

What thou haft done, and whither thou haft brought 
Belvidera* 
Hahl 
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Jaffeir. 
Where's my friend, my friend ? thoufmilbgmifchiefl 
Nay, fhrbk not, now 'ds too late, thou (hould d have fled 
When thy guilt firft had cajpfe ; for dire revenge 
Is up, and raging for my friend. He groans ! 
Hark how he groans, his fcreams are in my ears 
Already; fee, they've fix'd him on the wheel. 
And now they tear him — Murder ! perjur'd fenatc ! 
Murder-^Oh ! — hark ye, traitrels, thou haft done this ; 
Thanks to thy tears and falfe perfuading love. 
How her eyes fpeak ! O thou bewitching creature! 

{Fumbling for hts daggerm 
Madnefi can't hurt thee : come thou little trembler. 
Creep even into my heart, and there lie fafc ; 
*Tis thy own citadel — hah— yet ftand off, 
Heav'n muft have juftice, and my broken vows 
Will fink me elfe beneath its reaching mercy; 
rii wink, and then 'tis done— — - 
Bblvidera. 

What means the lord 
Of me, my life and love ? what's in thy bofom. 
Thou grafp'ft at fo ? nay, why am I thus treated i 

\J)ranus the dagger ^ offers to flab her* 
What wilt thou do? Ah ! do not kill me, Jaffeir: 
Pity thefe panting breads, and trembling limbs. 
That us'd to clafp thee when thy looks were milder. 
That yet hang heavy on my unpurg*d foul : 
And plunge it not into eternal darknefs. 
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JAFFIIR. 

No, B^viderUi when wc parted laft, 
I,gave this dagger with thee a$ in tru{l» 
To be thy portion ; if I ere prov'd falfe. 
On fuch condition was my truth bcliev'd: 
But now 'tis- forfeited, and muft be paid for. 

{Offers tojiab her again. 
Bblvidera. 
oh, mercy I {^Kneeling. 

jAFFda. 

; Nay, no ftruggHng. 

3ELVIDERA. 

Now then kiU me. 
{Leaps upon his neck and klffes htm. 
While thus I cling about thy cruel neck, 
Kifs thy revengeful lips, and die in joys 
Greater than any I can guefs hereafter. 
Jaffeir, 
I am, I am a coward ; wit];iefs Heaven, 
Witaels it, earth» and every being, witnefs; 
'Tis but one blow! Yet by immortal love, 
I cannot longer bear a thought to harm thee. 

\He thronus aivay the dagger and embraces her. 
The feal of providence is ftire upon thee ; 
And thou wert bom for yet unheard-of wonders: 
Oh thou wert either bom to fave or damn me ! 
By all tjie power that's given thee o'er my foul, ' 
By thy refiftle& tears and conquering fmiles, 
By the vidorious love that diU waits on thee; 
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fly to thy cruel father ; fave my friend, ^ 

Or all our future quiet's loft for ever : 
Fall at his feet, cling round his reverend kneeS; 
Speak to him with thy eyes, and with thy tears 
Melt his hard heart, and wake dead nature in him, 
Crufh him in th'arms, torture him with thy foftnefs; 
Nor 'till thy prayers afe granted, let him free, 
But conqueV him, as thou haft conquer'd me. [^Exe^ 

ACT V. SCENE I. 

Enter P R I U L I fohs. 

PRIULI. 

WH Y, cruel Heav'n, have my unhappy days 
Been lengthen'd to this fad one ? Oh ! difhonour 
And deathlefs infamy are fall'n upon me. 
Was it my fault ? Am 1 traitor ? No. 
Bttt then, my only child, my daughter, wedded ; 
There my beft blood runs foul, and a difeafc 
Incurable has feiz*d upon my memory. 
To make it rot and ftink to after-ages. 
Curs*d be the fatal minute when I got her. 
Or would that Td been any thing but man. 
And rais'd an iffiie which would ne'er have wrongVi tnc# 
The miferableft creatures (man excepted) 
Are not the lefs efteem'd, tho' their pofterity 
Degenerate from the virtues of their fathers ; 
H h 
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The vileft beafts are happy in their off-fprings. 
While only man gets traitors, whores, and TiUsuns. 
Curft be the name, and fome Iwifc blow from bxt 
Lay his head deep, where mine may be forgotten* 

Enter BELVlDERA/Vi/i lofjg m&urning vaih 

BSLVIDERA. 

He's there, my father, my inhuman father, 
That, for three years, has left an only ehild 
Exposed to all the outrages of fate. 

And cruel rum — oh ! 

Paiuti. 

What child of forrow 
Art thou that eomll thus wrapp'd in weeds of fadne&y 
And moy'ft as if thy fteps were towards a grave ? 
Belvideka. 
A wretch, who from the very top of happinefs 
Am &ll*n into the loweft depths of mifery. 
And want your pitying hand to raife me up. 
PaiULr. 
Indeed thou talk 'ft as thou hadft tafted forrows^ 
Would I could help thee« 

BSLVIOERil. 

'Tis greatly in your power r 
The world too ipeaks you charitable ; and !,• 
Who ne'er a&*d alms before, in that dear hope 
Ao) come a begging to you. Sir. 

Priuli. 

For what ? 
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Belvidbbla. 
Oh, well regard me ! is this voice a Orange one ? 
Confider too, when beggars once pretend 
A cafe like mine, no little will content 'em. 
Priuli. 
What would'ft thou beg for ? 
Bblvidbra. 
Pity and forgivenefs. {Thro*v}s up her vtiL 
By the kind tender names of child and faither. 
Hear my complaints, and take me to your lore. 
Priuli. 
My daughter ? 

Belvidbra. 

Yes, your daughter by a mother 
Virtuous and noble, faithful to your honour. 
Obedient to yo^r will, kind to your wifhes. 
Dear to your arms. By all the joys (he gave you. 
When in her blooming years ibe was your treafure» 
Liook kindly on me ; in my face behold 
The lineaments of hers you've kifs'd fo often» 
Pleadii^ the caufe of your poor caft-off child. 
A^aiuLf. 
Thou art my daughter. 

Belvidkra. 

Yes— and you've oft told me 
With fmiles of love, and^chafte paternal kifles, 
1^ much rcfemblance of my mother. 
Priuli. 

Oh! 
H h a 
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Hadft thou inherited her matchlefs virtues, 
rd been too blefs'd. 

Belvidera. 

Nay, do not call to memory 
My difobedience, but let pity enter 
Jnto your heart, and quite deface th' iropreffion. 
For could you think how mine's perplext, what fadixefs. 
Fears ^nd defpairs diftradb the peace within me. 
Oh ! you would take me in your dear, dear arms. 
Hover with ftrong companion o'er your young one. 
To fhelter me with a protecting wing 
]F'rom the black gathered ftorm, that'sju ft, juft breaking. 
Priuli. 
ron't talk thus. 

Belvidera. 
Yes, I muft, and you muft hear too, 
I have a hufband. 

Priuli. 
Damn him. 
Belvidera* 

Oh I do not curie hfm ; 
He would not fpeak £o hard a word towards you 
On any terms, howe'er he deal with me. 
Priuli. 
Hak ! what means my child ? 
Belvidera. 
Oh ! there's but this fhort rooAial 
•Twixt me and fate : yet fend me not with curfts .^ 
Down to my grave ; afford me one kmd bleffin^ ^^w 
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Before we part : joft take me in yoar arms^ 
And recommend ipe with a prayer to Heav*n, 

That I may die in peace ; and when I'm dead * 

Priuli. 
JIow my foul's catch'd ? 

Belvxdera. 

Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
By the dear aflies of my tender mother. 
She would have pitied me» had fate yet fpar'd her. 
Priuli. 
By Heav'n, my aktng heart forebodes much miichief. 
Tell me thy ftory, for I'm ftill thy father. 
Belvidera. 
No» I'm ftill contented. 

Priuli. 
Speak. 

Belvidera. 
No matter. 
Priuli. 

Tell me. 
By yon bleft Heav'n» my heart runs o'er with fondnefs; 
Belvxdera. 
Oh! 

Priuli. 
Utter't. 

Belvidera. 
Oh» my hufband, my dear hufband, 
Carries a dagger m his once kind bofom« 
To pierce the heart of your poor Belvidera. 
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Priu&i. ^**^ "^ 

KiUtbee! 

Bblvidera. 
Yes kill me. ' Witen be pafs'd his fsdth 
And coYenatiC againd your ftate and fenate ; 
He gave me up as hoftage for his truth : 
"Wkh me a dagger, and a dire commiflion, 
Whene'er he fail'd, to plunge it through this bofom^ 
I leam'd the danger, chofe the hour of love 
T'attempt his heart, and bring it back to honour. 
Great love prevail'd, and bic&'d me with fuccefs; 
He came, confefs'd, betray'd his deareft fHsnds, 
For promis'd mercy. Now they're doom'd to fuflFer; 
GalI'd with remembrance of what then was^ fworn. 
If they are loft, he vows t'appeafe the gods 
With this poor life, and make my blood th' attonment. 

PmuLi. 
Hcav'ns! 

Belvxdkha. 
Think you &,w what pad at our laft parting; 
Think you behdd him like a raging lion. 
Pacing the earth, ^and tearing up his fteps. 
Fate in his eyes, and roaring with the pain 
Of burning fury; think you iaw one hand 
Fixt on my throat, whilft the extended odier 
Grafp'd a keen threat'ning dagger; Oh! twasthus 
Welaftembrac'd; when trembling with revenge. 
He dragg'd me to the ground, and at my bofijm 
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Prefcntcd horrid death ; cry'd out, my friends, [lov'd ; 
Whcreareniyfriends? fwore, wept, rag'd, threatened. 
For yet he lov'd, and that dear love prefenr'd me. 
To this laft trial of a fathei^s pity. 
I fear not death, but cannot bear a thought 
That that dear hand (honld do the unfriendly office, 
if i was ever then your care, now hear me ; 
Fly to the fenatc, fave the promised lives 
Of his dear friends, ere mine be made the facrificc. 
Frxuli. 
Oh, my heart's comfort ! 

Belyid£ra. 

Will you not, my father ? 
Weep not, but anfwer me. 

FaiuLt. 

By Heav'n, I will. 
Not one of 'em but what (hall be immortal, 
Gan'ft thou forgive me all my follies pall, 
I*li heneefbrth be indeed a father; never, 
KeveriQore thusezpofe, but cherifh thee. 
Dear as the vital warmth that feeds my life, 
2>ear as thefe eyes that weep in ibndnefs o*erthee. 
Peace to thy heart. Farewel. 
Bblyidera. 

Go, and remember 
»Tis Behidera's life hcrfather pleads for. [i?x.y2^^''^'(y«^ 
Enter ANTONIO. 
Antonio. 
Hum, hum, hah. 
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rU fwear; well^ I'U protcft, Nacky, nay, I moft pro^ 

j^ tcft, and wiU protcft, that 1 love joking dearly, man. 

t'^nd 1 love thee for joking, and I'll Idfs thee forjok. 

ing, and towfe thee for joking; and, odd, I have a 

dcviliih mind to take thee afide about that bufmcfi, 

for joking too; odd I have, and Hey^ then upgoiue^ 

dum dum derum dump. {Sings* 

Aquilina, 

Sec you this, Sir > IDranus a dagger, 

Antonio. 

O Laud, a dagger ! Oh Laud ! it is haturaUy my 

averfion, 1 cannot endure the fight oPt; hide it for 

Heaven's fake, I cannot look that way 'till it be gone 

—hide it, hide it, oh, oh, hide it! 

Aquilina. 

Yes, in your heart I'll hide it. 
Antonio. 
My heart ; what hide a dagger in my heart's blood ! 

AC^ILINA. 

Yes, in thy heart, thy throat, thoupampe^M devit; 
Thou haft hclp'd to fpoil my peace, and I'll have 
On thy curft life, for aU the bloody fenate, [vengeance 
The pcrjur'd faithlefs fenate : where's my lord. 
My happinefs, my love, my god, my hero \ 
Doom'd by thy accurfed tongue, amongft the reft, 
T'a fhameful rack > By aU the rage that's in me, 
m be whole years in murdering thee. 
Antonio. 

WJiy, Nacky, 
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Whercfor fo paffionate ? what have I done ? what's 
the matter, my dear Nacky ? Am not I thy love, thy 
happinefs, thy lord, thy hero, thy fenator, and every 
thing in the world, Nacky ? 

A<^UILINA. 

Thou! think'ft thou, thou art fit to meet my joys; 
To bear the eager clafps of my embraces ? 
Give me my Pierre^ or 

Antonio. 

Why, he's to be hang'd, little Nacky; 
TrufsM up for treafon, and fo forth, child. 

AqUILINA. 

Thou ly'ft ; flop down thy throat that helliflifentencc. 
Or *tis thy laft : fwear that my love ihall live» 
Or thou art dead* 

Antonio. 
Ah, h h h. 
Aquilina. 

Swear to recall his doom; 
Swear il my feet, and tremble at my fury, 
Antonio. 
I do ; now if ihe would but kick a little bit, one kick 
^h, h h h, L^o^« 

AquiLiNA* 

Swear or 

Antonio. 
I do ; by thefe dear fragrant foots^ 
AQdiUde toesi fweetas, e e e, my Nacky, Nacky, Nacky« 

. I » a 
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Aquxlina; 
How! 

Antonio. [trotli, 

Noihmgbut unty thy fhoc-lb-bgs a little, faith and 
That's all, that's all, as I hope to live, Nacky, that's all. 
AquiLiNA, 

Nay then 

Antonio. 
Hold, hold; thy love, thy lord, thy hero 
Shall be preferv'd and fafe. 

Aquilina. 

Or may this poinard 
KuA in thy heart. 

Antonio. 
"With all my foul. 

A<yJIL>NA. 

Farewel — lEx. Aquil, 

Antonxo. 

Adieu. Why, what a bloody-minded inveterate 

termagant ftrumpethave I been plagu'd v^itji S oh, li,h ( 

Yet more ! nay then 1 die, I die-^l am dead already. 

\Stretehes out Bhfffelf* 

Enter J A E F E I^R. 

JAFFEIR, 

Final deftrudlion feize on all the world : 
Bend down, ye Heavens, and {hutting round thisearthi 
Crufh the vile globe into its firft confufion; 
Scorch it with elemental flames to one curs'd cindcf. 
And all iis little creepers in't call*dmen, 



A PLOT D I S^c/6 V E R*D. ttj^ 

Burn, burn to nothing : bmt let Venice burn 
Hotter than all the rett : here kindle hell, 
Ne'er to extinguifh; and let fouls hereafter 
Grone here, in all thofe pains which mine feels now. 

Enter BeLvIDERA. 
Belvidera. 

My life iMeeting bitn. 

Jaffeie.. 4I 

My plagu€'> iTurning from her^ 

BEI«VinERA» 

Nay then, I fe« my ruin: 
Iflmuftdie! 

Jaffeih. 

No, death's this day too bofy ; 
Thy father's iU-tim'd mercy came too late. 
I thank thee for thy labours tho,' and htm too. 
But all my poor betray'd u^ba|)py friends 
Have fummons to prepare for Site's black hout ; 
And yet I live. 

Belvidera. 

Then be the next oiy doom ; 
I fee thou haft pad my fentence in thy beart» 
And ril no longer weep or pkad againft it, 
But with the humbled, moft obedient patience 
Meetthy dear hands, andkife'em when they woundme. 
Indeed I am witting, but I beg thee do it 
With fome remorfe; and when tfcou giv* thcbhwiTi 
View me with eyes of a. reltnttng love, 
Ax^ fteir me fHty, for ^twiU fweeten judice. 
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JAFFEIR* 

Shew pity to thee ! 

Bekvidera. 

Yes; and wKen thy hands* 
Charg'd with my fate, come trembling to the deed, 
As thou had done a thoufand thoufand times 
To this popr bread, when kinder rage has brought thee, 
When our ftung hearts have leapt to meet each other, 
And melting kifTes feaPd our lips together ; 
When joys have left roe gafping in thy arms : 
So let my death come now, and I'll not (hrink from't, 
Jaffeir. 
Nay, Belvldera^ do not fear my cruelty. 
Nor let the thoughts of death perplex thy fancy; 
But anfwer me to what I (hall demand. 
With a firm temper and unfhaken ipirit. 
, Bblvidera. 
I will, when I've done weeping— ^^ 
Jaffeir* 

Fie, no more on't— *-^ 
How long is't fince that miferable day 
Wc wedded firft? 

Bblvidera. 
Oh! 

JAFFEIR. 

Nay, keep in thy tears, 
l^eft they unman me too. 



1 
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The words you utter found fo very fadly, 

Thefc ftreams will flrjllow 

Jaffeir. 

Come* rilkiis'eindrythen* 
Be'lvidera. 
But was*t a miferable day? 
Jaffeir. 

A curft one, 
Belvidera. 
I thought it otherwile; and youVe oft fwom 
In the tranfporting hours of warmeft love, [it. 

When fure you fpoke the truth, you*ve fworn you blefs'd 

JAFP£IR. 

'Twas a ra(h oath. 

Belvidera. 

Then, why am I not curs'd too? 
Jaffeir. 
No, BehUerat by th* eternal truth, 
I doat with too much fondnefs. 
Belvidera. 
Still fo kind [ 
Still then do you love me ? 

Jaffeir. 

Nature* in her workings. 
Inclines not with more ardour to creation, 
Than I do now towards thee : man ne'er was blefs'd. 
Since the firft pair firft met as I have been* 
Belvidera. 
Then fart you will not curk mt» 
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JAFFEIR. 

No, ril bldfs thee. 
I came on purpofe, Belvldera^ to blefs thee. 
*Tk now, 1 ^mky three years we've liv'd together. 

BfiLVIDERJl. 

And may no fatal minute ever part us. 
Till reverend grown, for age and Iqve, we go 
Down to one grave, as ©or laft bed together ; 
There fleep in peace, till an eternal morning. 
Jafteir. 

When wili that be ? iSfgU^g. 

. BSLVIDERA. 

I hope long ages hence. 
Jaffeir. 
Have I not hitherto (I beg thee tell me 
Thy very fcars) us'd thee with tender'ft love ? 
Did e'er my foul rife up ia wrath again ft thee ? 
Did- 1 e'er frown when Belvidera fmil'd ? 
Or, by the leaft unfriendly word, betray 
Abating pafCon ? have I ever wrong'd thee? 

J^l-VIDE&A. 

No. 

Jaffeir. 
Has my heart, or have my eyes e*er gander'* 
To any other woman ! 

Belvideea. 
tfcver, never— 
I were the worft of falfe oaes^ ikoald I accufe thee . 
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f own Tve been too happy, blefs'd above 
M7 fQ7i*s charter. 

jAFFEltt. 

Did I not fay I carae to blefs thee ? 
Belvide&a. 

Yes. 
Jaffeir. 
Then hear me, bounteous Heav'n ; 
Pour down your bleffings on this beauteous head, 
Where everlafting fweets are always fpringing, 
AVith a continual giving hand ; let peace. 
Honour, and fafety always hover round her: 
Feed her with plenty^, let her eyes ne'er fee 
A fight of forrow, nor her heart know mourning : 
Crown all her days with joy, her nights with reft, 
Harmlefs as' her Own thoughts; and prop her virtue^ 
To bear the lofs of One that too much lov'd ; 
And comfort her with patience in our parting. 
Belvidbra. 
How, parting* parting? , 

Jaffeir. 

Yes, for ever parting; 
I have fwQrn, Belvidera, by yon Heav'n, 
That beft can tell how much I lofe to leave thee. 
We part this hour for ever. 

Belvidera. 

Oh call back 
Your cruel blcfling : ftay with mt ^xA caxSa "o^Oc 
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JAFFSIR. 

No, 'tis refolv'd. 

Belvidera. 

Then hear me too, juft Heav'n; 
Pour down your cdrfes on this wretched head 
With never-ceafing vengeance ; let defpair. 
Danger, or infamy, nay, all furround me ; 
Starve me with wantings ; let my eyes ne*er fee 
A fight or comfort, nor my heart know peace; 
But dafli vny days, with forrow, nights with horrorSi 
Wild as my own thoughts now, and let loofe fury 
To make me mad enough for what I lofe. 
If I muft lofe him. If I muft ? 1 will not« 
Oh turn and hear me, 

Jaffbir. 
Nowholct heart, oraevcr, < 

Belvidera. 
By all the tender days we've liv'd together. 
By all our charming nights, and joys that crown'd 'em. 
Pity my fad condition ; fpeak, but fpeak. 

JAFFEIR* 

Oh! 

Belvidera* 
By thefe arms that now cling round thy neck, 
By this dear kifs, and by ten thoufand more, - 
By thefe poor dreaming eyes — — 
' Jaffeir.. 

Murder ! un-hold me : 
By the immortal deKvtiiA>ax^oQ«^^m^ 
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To this curs'd minntey 111 not live one longer; 
Refolve to let me go, <m* fee me fall — 

EeLVID£R,A^ 

Hold» Sir, be patient. 

Jaffbir. ' 

Hark, tljc difmal bell \PaJfing'h ell tolls. 
Tolls out fop death ! I muft attend its call too ; 
For my poor friend, my dying Pierre ^ expedls me; 
Hefent a-meflage to require I'd fee him 
Before he dy*d, and take his lad forgiveaefs* 
Farewel for ever. 

Belvidera. 
Leave thy dagger with me. 
Bequeath me fomething — ^Not one kifs at partmg? 
bh my poor hearty when wilt thou break? 

{Going out, looks bad at her. 

JAFF&IR.. 

Yet ftay. 
We have a child, as yet a tender infant; 
•Be a kind mother to him when I'm g<me» 
Breed him in virtue, and the paths of honour. 
But let him never know his father's ftory ; 
I charge thee guard him from the wrongs my fate 
May do his future fortune, or his name. 
Now — —nearer yet-^— - {Approaching each other • 
Oh that tny arms were rivetted 
Thus round thee ever ! but my friends ! my oath I 
This, and, no more. XKiS^zt^hvc^ 

K k 2 
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BiLVfDERA. 

Another, fiir« anotHer, 
For that poor little one you've ta'en fuch care of, 
rU give't him truly. 

JAFFEIR. 

So, now fareweh 
BelvxderJl. 

For evpr ? 
Jaffeir. 
Heav'n knows for ever ; ^11 good angels guard thee, 

Bblvidera. 
All ill ones fure had charge of me this moment, 
Curft be my days, and doubly curft my nights. 
Which I muft now mourn out in widow'd tears; 
Blafted be every herb, and fruit, and tree; 
Curd be the rain that fails upon the earth. 
And may the general curfe rea9h man and beaft ; 

give me daggers, fire or water 1 

How I could bleed, how burn, how drown the wave) 
Huzzing and booming round my finking head. 
Till I defcended to the peaceful bottom ! 
Oh, there*^ all quiet, here all rage and fury ! 
The air's too thin, and pierces my weak brain : 

1 long for thick fubftantial ileep : hell ! hell 1 
Burft from the center, rage and roar aloud, 
If thou art half fo hot, fo mad as I am. 

Enter P R I U L I and fervantt. 
Who's there ? \?^«> K^^^ ^««*\ 



A PLOT DISCOVERED; 3^7 

PRIULX; 

Run, feize, and bring ber fafely home. 
Guard her as you would, life : alas, poor creature ! 
Bblvidcra, 
What, to my hufband ? then condud me quickly ; 
Are all things ready ? fjiall we die moft glorioufly ? 
jSay not a word of this to my old father : 
Murmuring ftreams, foft (hades, and fpringing flowers. 
Lutes, laurels, feas of milk, and {hips of amber. [^Ex. 

SCENE opening f dlf covers a fcaffold^ and a nuheel 
prepared for the executing ^Pierre; then enter 
officers^ Pierre, and guards^ a frtar^ executioner^ 
and a great rahhle. 

Officer. 

Room, room there ftand all by, make room for 

theprifoner. 

Pierre. 
^ly friend not yet come I 
Friar, 

Why are you fo obftinate ? 
Pierre. 
Why you fo troublefome, that a poor wretch 
Can't die in peace, 

^ut you, like ravens, will be croaking round him ^ 
Friar. 
Yet, Heav'n— 

Pierre. 
J tell thee, He^iViL ^sii. \ 'ax^Sxv^^^^'^ 
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I nc*cr broke peace with't ytt by cruel murders^ 
Ra)>tne or perjury, or vik dcceiyiftg : 
But liv'd in moral juftice towards all men; 
Nor am a foe to the moft ftrong believers, 
Howc'er my own (hort-fighted faith confine me. 

FlLlAR» 

But an AU'feeing judge — 

PiB&RB. 

You £af my confbidEice 
Muft be my accufer : I have fearch'd that confciencci 
And find no records there of crimes that fcare me. 
Friar. 
*Tis Arange yon (hould want faith. 
Pierre. 

You want to lead 
My reafon blindfold, like a hamper'd ik^iA, 
Gheck'd of its nobler vigour: then when baated 
Down to obedient tameaefs, make it couch, 
And (hew ftrange tricks, which you call figt» (if faith* 
So filly fouls are gulPd, land you get money. 
Away, no more : Captain, Td have hereafter 
This fellow write no lies of my converfion, 
Becaufe he has crept upon my troubkd^h6itfs« 

Enter J A F F ELI R. 
Jaffeir. 

Hold : eyes be dry ; heart ftrcngthcn me to bear 

This hideous fight, and humble me to takt 

The laft forgivenefs of a dying friend, 

Betr^y'd by n>y ViUfelfts^Oo^^^^^"^^* 

Oh, Purr^I 
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Pl&RRl, 

Yet nearer. 

Jaffeir; 
Crawling on my knecs* 
And proftrate on the earth, let me approach thee : 
How (hall I look up to thj injvr'd face. 
That always us*d to imile wtth friendfhip on mo? 
It darts an air of £o much manlj virtue. 
That I, methinks, look little m thy fight. 
And flripes are fitter &r me than embraces. 

Pierre. 
Dear to my arms, tho* thou'ft undone my fame, 
1 cian*t forget to \o^ thee : pr'ythee, Jafeir, 
Forgive that filthy blow my paiSon dealt thee ; 
I'm now preparing for the land of peace. 
And fain would have the charitable wifhes 
Of all good men, like thee, to blefs my jooraey. 

Jaffeir. 
Good ! I'm the vilefli creatnret worie than e'er 
Sufier'd the fhameful fate tkou'rt going to tafte of. 
Why was I fene Ibr to be us'd thus kindly ? 
Gall, call txm villain, fis I am; defbribe 
The foul complexion of my hateful deeds; 
Lead me to th'rack, and (Iretch me in thy ftead^ 
I've crimes enough to give it its full load. 
And do it credit : thou wilt but fpoil the ufe on'C^ 
And honed: men hereafter bear its figure 
About 'em as a cbArm from m^d^o-v^ %fvK(3£&^« 
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Ofpicbr. 
The time grows (hort, your ^ends are dead already* 

Jaffeir. 
Dead! 

PlERRB. 

Yes, dead, Joffein they've all dy'd like men tod. 
Worthy their tharader. 

Jaffeir. 
And what muft I do ? 
Pierre. 
Oh, Jaffeir! 

Jaffeir. 
Speak aloud thy burdened ibul. 
And tcU thy troubles to thy tortured friend. 

PlERRE« 

Friend ! 
Couldft thou yet be a friend, a generous friend^ 
I might hope comfort from thy noble forrows. 
Heav'n knows I want a friend. 
Jaffeir. 

And I a kind one» 
That would not thus from my repenting virtue. 
Or think, when he's to die, my thoughts are idle. 
Pierre. 
No :* live, I charge thee, Jaffeir. 
Jaffeir. 

Yes, I'll live. 
But it {hall be to fee thy fall rcvcng'd 
At fuch a rate, as Venice long fhall groan for. 



WUtthou? 

J At f tit; 
I wiB, by HtaVi. 

PlERKt. 

Then ftill thoa'rt noblct. 
And I forgive thee. Oh — —yet — Ihall I truft thee ? 
Jaffbir. 
No, I've been &lfe ah-eady. 
Pierre. 

Doft tiiou love me I 

jAFFtlR. 

Rip ttp my he^urt, and-fatisfy thy doubtihgs. 

' . PlBRiLB. 

Curfe on this wcaknefi, ^ffe nveefx. 

Jaffbir, 

Tears! amazement! tears! 
I never faw tiiek melted thtis before ; 
And kacf^ there^s fomethhig labouring in thy bofom 
That muft have vent : tho' I'm a villain, tell me, 

PttkRB. 

8ee*ft thbii that engine ? \Poiitiiig io the wHfil. 
Jaffbir, 

PiBRR*; 

Is't fit a foldier, who has liv'd with honour. 
Fought nations quarrth, and been crown'd with 
Be ezpos'd a common carcafe on a v^heet i [conqueft* 
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J^FfllR. 

Hah! 

PlEllRE. 

Speak4is\t filing? . 
Jaffejr. 

Fitting? 
Pierre. 

Yes, is't fkting ? 
Jaffbir. 
What's to be done ? 

Pierre. 

rd have thee undertake 
Something that's noble, to prefervc jmy mcnaory 
From the dilgrace that's reaidy to attaint itJ 
,' .V •;-! ■ ^^F^CETl, ;, ^ ., .;.; •.;•, / -^ '. 

The day grows latej^;Sijf*; j; > 

; . : J/II j^aHe baile 4., Oh,, ^ageir.l ^ 
';^iio',thou'ft^b?etray*d nie,do me fomeway julliqe'. : ^ 
. ■..; , _ - ;jArjFEiR., • .,{ . _ ;,.^ ■ 

No more of that : thy. wiflies (hall be fatisfy'd ; 
I 2^gy« a wife, and ihe fiiall bleed ;. my -child |:oo 

Yield up his little throat,, and all t'appeafe thee 

' [Going a^way^ Vitwt hoids bUn, 

Pierre. 
No-7-thIs-r-no more! ^ , [ ff e, *vj&i/f ers J^fEdr. 

:!;',- • JafFEIR. 

, JJah! Is'tthenfo? 

PlE^RB. 
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rii do't. 

Pierre. 
Remember. 

Officer. 
Sir. 

Pierre.^ 
Come, now I am ready. 
\^He and Jaffeir afcend the Scaffold. 
Captain, you fliould be a gentleman of honour, 
Keep oflF the rabble, that I may have room ^' • ' 
To entertain my fate, and di€ with decency. 
Come ! 

\Xakes off his go'wut Executioner prepares to hind htm* 
Friar. 
Son! 

Pierre. 
Hence, Tempter. 

Officer. 

Standoff, Prieft. 
Pierre. 

1 thank you. Sir; 
you'll think on't > \ro Jaffeir, 

Jaffeir. 
*T won't grow ftale before to-morrow 
Pierre. 

Hovr 9 Jaffeir I now I am going. Now ; — 

\^Executioners having bound blm. 
' ' ' hi z 
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Japfkiji. 
Have at thee,' 
Thou honeft heart, then— -here — Z^taBs b$m. 

And this is well too. \Then fiahf Hmjiflf* 

FaxAJi. 
Damnable deed ! 

PiBa&B. 
Now thou haft indeed been feithfo}. ' 
T]Us waf done nobly — We have deceived the Senatf • 

jAFFEia, 

?ravely. 

PlS|L|lE. 

Ha, ha, ha— oh, oh— r \Jiit^* 

jAJrJTBIIt. 

Now ye cars*d rolerSf 
Thus of the blood y*ave (hed I make libation, 
And fprinkle't mingling : may it reft upon you. 
And all your race : be henceforth peac^ a ftnmger 
Within your walls ; let plagues and famine wafte 
Your gen<^:^Ltion— ^O poor Belvideral 
Sir, I have a wife, bear this in ^fety to her, 
A token, ^th^ ^itjb my dymg breath I blefs'd her, 
Aipkd U^ ^^ar little Infant left behind xx». 
I*m fick rl'm quiet-;-— [Ja£Feir rfw, 

Bear this news to thfer Senate, 
And guard their bodi^ 'till theiie';^ farther order : 
Heay'a grsmt 1 die fo ?NdV— \Sctnt {huts upen them. 
S^t wufic. Enter BEi-v\i>t^lL dyirttGed* UAV|tw 
^ iJrr nvomcn^ 5kiijv\ and fenjants • 
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Priu^I. 
Strengthen her heart with patl^i^ce, pitying Heav*n ! 

Come» cpm^f cpi^e, come, come, nay come to bed, 
PfYt^ee,iny lovje. The yrmd^i Ji^rJthov they whittle? 
And the ram beats : Oh how the weather i^iirinks me i 
You are angry i^ov* who car<es ? Piiht W Jwd^d. 
Chy^ then. I fay yoi^ ihaU not go^ yoo^ jQ^j ^gt. 
T^hip ypur Ilji-nature ; get you gone then ; oh I ' 

Areypnretun^'d? See, father, ber^e bp's copjp ^g^^iflf 
Aqi I to Uame to love him i Oh 1 x^q^ dear one* 

"Why do you fly me ? Are you angry then ? 
J^ff^ir^ where art thou ? father* why do ypu dp thus? 
St9Ad off. doA*t )^de him ftpm j^. He's here iom^^^ 

[wherj:. . 
Stax\d qff I fey : what, gpwp ? remember*t, Tyrant ! 
I may revenge me fpr ihjs trick pne jday. 

l»lj ^o't-. ^1^1 do't. /?^M<|//'$ a ixafty fellow ; 

Hang bw» hang hiffi> bsmg tarn. 

PaLVU. 
News, what.i^ews? £Oficar wii^eri ^jl^vvi^ 

0FF|CBa. 

Moft&d, ^ur. 
Jaffeir, npop the (c^ifold, tojwcyent 
4 ihamefpl death, ftabb'd Pierre^ voAxas^\^ssSs&SS 
JPotkM together. 
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Priuli. 
Daughter. 
Belvidera. 

Ha, look there ! 
The ghoft of J ATT iLVi and Pierre rife together 
both bloody, 
Vly hufband bloodj. and kw friend too ! Murder ! 
^ho has done this ? fpeak to me, thou fad yifion ; 

\GhoJisftnk. 
Dn thefe poor trembling knees I beg it : vanifli'd — 
Here they went down; Oh!' TU dig, dig the den lip, 
Jfou fhan't delude me thus. Hoa, Jaffeir^ Jafeir! 
Peep up and give me, but a look. 1 have him ! 
I've got him, father : Oh ! • how Til fmuggle him ! 
My love ! my dear ! my bleffing ! help me ! help me ! 
rhey have hold on me, and drag me to the bottom • 
Nay — now they pull fo hard — farewel — \^She dies. 

Maid* She's dead, 

Breathlefs and dead. Priuli. 

V , Then guard me from the -fight on't : 
Lead me into fome place that's fit for mourning; 
Wrhere the free air, light, and the chearful fun 
May never enter : hang it round with black ; 
Set up one taper that may light a day, 
hs long as I've to live : and there all leave mc : 
Sparing no tears i^hen you this tale relate. 
But bid all cruel fathers dread my fate. 

Curtain falls. 
^ Exeunt Otmvts^ 
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THE text is. dofie^ and ncmfor application, 
Jndivhen that's ended, pafs your approbation. 
Though the confpiracfs prevented here, 
Methinks I fee another hatching there; 
Jlnd there's a certain fa6iiomfain luouldfajay. 
If they had ft rength enough, and damn this play \ 
But this the author hade me boldly fay: 
If any take this plainnefs in ill part 
He's glad on' t from the bottom of his heart.- 
Poets in honour of the truth fhouldnur ft e^ 
With the fame fpirit brave men for it fight. 
And though dgainfi him caufelefs hat feds rifei 
jind daily 'where he goes of late, he fpies 
The fco*wl'es of fullen and revengeful eyes ; 
*Tis ivhat he Anonvs, ivith much contempt, to bear, ' 
And ferves a caufe too good to let him fear : 
He fears no poifonfrom an incens'd drab. 
No ruffian's five foot fnuord, nor rafcaVsJlah ; 
Nor any other friar es of mifchief laid. 
Not a rofcally cudgel-ambufcade. 
From any private caufe *where malice reigns. 
Or general pique all blockheads have to brains : 
Nothing fhall daunt his pen luhen truth does call; 
No, not the* picture -mangier at Guild-Hall. 
The rebel'trihe, of 'which that vermin* s one. 
Have now fet forward, and their courjc begun ^ 
♦ The Rifcul that cut the Du\tc oC XorVs Yv^y>ix^* 
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And nohile that princess figure they deface^ 
As they before had majfacred his name^ 
Durjf their hafe fears but look him in theface^ 
They'd ufe his perfon as they\e us*d his fame ^ 
A face in ivhichfuck iineaments they read 
Of that great martyr* s^ nuhofe rich blood theyjhfd^ 
'That their rebellious hate theyjiill retain, 
And in his fin luould murder him again. 
With indignation then, let each brave heart 
Rfrnze, and unite, to take his injured part ; 
*Tiil royal Uve and goodnefs call him bome^ 
Andfongs of triumph meet hini as he came / 
*Till heav'n his honour, and cur peace refiore: 
And villains never nvr^ng his virtue more. 
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